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GOD'S WOEK IN A HUMAN BEING. 



By F. J. P. 



" Come and hear, all ye that fear God, and I will declare what He hath dene for my 

soul."— Psalm Ixvi. la 
'* There arc many devices in a man's heart; nevertheleas the cotmsel of the Lord, 

that shall stand.**— Paov. xix. 21. 

^' That which hath been is now ; and that which If to be hath already bqen; and Ctod 

requireth that which is paat**— Ecclbb. ilL 16. 
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PEEFACE. 



My wife has a sailor for husband. When, 
therefore, she asks him to name a title to a small 
volume, which has afforded her leisure hours 
some profitable occupation, it is quite natural 
that his first thoughts should take the stamp of 
his profession ; in adopting q. marine term, how- 
ever, the reader has a .n^t; to B^k its meaning, 
and its fitness; and f!it tif ^j;^V & words are 
necessary. The title is . ' y * v^i- 
"life lines." 

What are life lines? Pass through Spithead 
when the Queen is going to Osborne, and you 
will have at least one distinct view of their usa 
Do you see those men with stretched out arms on 
the highest yard of the loftiest ship ? there doing 
reverence to passingroyalty. They owe their safety 
in that giddy elevation, not only to their daring 
agility, but to a "life line," placed for that purpose. 

Again, when in the expanse of the Atlantic, 
some gale comes on, rending the sails like ribands, 
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and giving a practical commentary on the Psalm- 
ist's seamanship; when it is difficult, indeed 
dangerous, to go unassisted, from one part of a 
ship to another, ropes or lines are tightly stretched 
along, at a convenient height, and these offer 
support, and are "life lines." 

Only permit a little latitude in the application 
of this idea to the ordinary life of man, and I 
venture, all sailor as I am, to assert the propriety 
of my title. 

Sometimes the Christian is aloft, and doing 
honor to his Master ; but he needs a " life line " 
to protect him ; sometimes the storms of agitation 
overtake him, " his feet are well nigh slipping," 
he needs a " life line." 

In this impretending volume he is offered, not 
a line of hemp indeed, but " line upon line," the 
extract of experience noted down in varied cir- 
cumstances, and change of place. It is a record of 
Faith, written by experience, and testifying to 
the faithfulness of " Jehovah." 

John Pakenham, 

Vice Admiral. 



OH, 

GOD'S WORK IN A HUMAN BEING. 



■•< 



If it were possible to read every event of our liv6p by 
the light of truth, what singular harmonies we ahouM 
detect ! what cause for continual praise I — for man was 
created to praise and glorify his Maker ! When he fell, 
he ceased to offer due homage to his God ; sin had en- 
tered, it spread, and concealed from him all that ought 
to have called forth his obedience and his praise ! 
Though we find many vestiges of what he owes his 
Maker in the writings of those noble heathen,* whose 
minds betoken that one Creator formed of " one blood all 
the nations upon earth," still, all was tainted ; and even 
when some bright intelligence descried divine truths, the 
heart could not obey, as it does now, when sin is subdued, 
and the soul is cleansed by the application of the blood of 
Jesus to the spirit of man by the eternal Spirit, — the which 
regenerating influence gives again those songs of praise 
and grateful love we can picture Adam and Eve pouring 
forth, when they first breathed the joy of a pure and 
innocent existence, though the deeper knowledge man 

* See Note A. 
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now has of the unspeakable love of God must give a 
transcendent delight our original parents ignored, and 
should produce in believers a continuous life of cheerful 
*' obedience, living unto Him who has done so much for 
them! 

When I take up my pen to note some of the passages 
of my life, I trust I do it, not from a desire to speak of 
self, but with the earnest hope that some use may accrue 
to others, by showing the way of God in a being, like unto 
other beings, by pointing out how aU we have is of God, 
and how incapable is aU human effort to effect its own 
salvation, how aU glory belongs unto God. " Not unto 
us, O Lord, not unto us '"* — unto Thee the glory ! A 
reconsideration also of our motives is profitable to 
ourselves ; our ** own vineyard *' requires constant care. 
We are too ready to forget past mercies, though God 
daily renews them ! May His Spirit guide my thoughts, 
and give wisdom, so that my "works may be seasonable *' 
" apples of gold in pictures of silver," " making glad '* 
my own heart and the hearts of other of His children ! 

My life of earth commenced several years later than 
that of my youngest sister. I recall but little of them, 
save some indications of the turn for philosophy, one of the 
gifts which God gave me, and which, if early cultivated, 
ought to have brought me much strength of mind, but 
alas ! the harmony of our being is seldom to be seen ; as 
Abercrombie observes, " a slight degree of observation is 
sufl&cient to convince us, that such a regulated condition 
of the mental constitution does not exist in the generality 
of mankind." But here he leaves the remark, not 
enquiring into the whyP But the reason can be 
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ascertained. Sin is the cause of this disorder. "The 
foundations of the earth are out of course," and so are 
the various faculties of man's heing, till hy hirth from 
on high, a measure of order is restored. 

What was I ? A heing bom for God, but thrown on 
self, for I cannot rememter any law in those my earliest 
years, save that of my own will — to desire was to have — 
blindly indulgent parents had no wish to control or 
thwart the two youngest oflFspring of their advanced 
years, for a brother was born after me, the beloved 
companion of childhood. My mother, of an amiable 
disposition, was too timid to take a great lead in her 
family, and delicate health enfeebled her still more; 
nurses and governesses were left to arrange their 
departments as they liked, and so much was I with the 
former, she was dearer to me than my own parents, 
especially as I felt my brother was the most petted ; to 
other eyes we were equally spoiled ; but the keen feelings 
of children are more detective than many imagine, and 
mine sometimes resented what seemed an imfair prefer- 
ence ; it did not impede my affectionate impulse towards 
my brother, but it did towards my mother. In this 
I think the natural sense of justice displayed its germ ! 

At what age are children responsible ? An interesting 
and difficult question. Moral evil is seen even in infants 
— the cry of pain and the cry of thwarted will can be 
distinguished, or what some call "temper" — a vague 
word by which is understood violence, or petulence, or 
some untowardness, which, in very truth, is a phase of 
self under sin, upspringing from corruption, shewing that 
the oflfepring of the first Adam is conceived in iniquity ; 
and perhaps one of the beauties of children is their being 

b2 
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at no pains to conceal the evil they possess, and yet their 
moral sense can early be roused if the voice of truth speak 
to them in firm, kind accents; they are in a relative 
sense innocent, and our Lord loved them, saying, " their 
angels do always behold the face of my Father which is 
in heaven," shewing how tenderly God regards and 
watches over their opening lives, a lesson of love man is 
too often apt to forget. Children are treated generally 
either as playthings to amuse, or as intruders who trouble ; 
but our Lord placed them on their own high footing as 
immortal beings whom "the Father willed not to perish." 
I recall the bitter tears I shed many a night previous 
to the day when, between five and six, the nursery was 
to be relinquished for the school-room, and the old nurse 
left ! yet, when the time actually arrived, the pleasure 
of being no longer considered a mere child, and of 
joining my elder sisters in some of their studies, con- 
soled me, and I perfectly remember saying to myself, 
" how foolish it had been to be so unhappy beforehand, 
for what when it came to pass did not make me sad ;" 
in short, then even was fulfilled " that strength is pro- 
portioned to the day," though I knew it not in that sense, 
and dross was mingled with the legitimate pleasure! 
Some vanity and pride overcame the heart-sorrow of fare- 
well to my old nurse. 

At the end of two years, the sisters, both many years 
older, were ready for their " debut " into society ; and 
my high spirits were pronounced so unmanageable that 
to tame them the discipline of a school was tried, much 
as my mother disliked the idea ; and though she took the 
advice of a dignitary of the Church, and sent me where 
his own daughter went, I consider school as injurious. 
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and I am sure my real character did not benefit by the 
change. I was profoundly unhappy at first : for many 
days I wept continuously, and the want of niceties 
amongst the girls annoyed me much, having been accus- 
tomed to the greatest refinement in every detail of 
common life; but by degrees the love of sociability 
conquered my sorrow, and so increased, that when, after 
two years, I was taken home, the reports of my good 
behaviour having been constant, I was quite grieved, but 
I was a proof that mended behaviour is no real sign of 
amended morality. I was the same self-willed creature, 
and the testimonials given had been produced by a pride 
that would never endure disgrace, and that delighted in 
commendation; though here again good struggled with 
the evil, and a wish to please mingled with the love of 
admiration. 

I was now ten, and provided with a governess. My 
mother died a few months after my return home, and 
my father!^ as blindly indulgent as possible, desired my 
governess never to trouble him with any complaints of 
my conduct, for she would fain have had occasional 
assistance from his authority, but the answer was, " You 
are to educate and manage my daughter ; if you can- 
not do this without me, I must get one who can.*' A 
very good situation was not to be easily relinquished by 
one of the " plagues of Egypt," as some call that un- 
happy race, and as I was not quite insupportable, mine 
jogged on through seven years, though I ruled the school- 
room, and somewhat despotically 1 Fortunately I loved 
my lessons, and she was well-grounded in many things, 
but wanted method and judgment, and had no idea for 
any but that formal religion which goes to church, reads 
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some theological book, and says the morning and evening 
prayer ; yet these ought not to be undervalued ; perhaps 
they were stepping stones, though unheeded at the time. 

I always thought a good deal, but had no mind that 
understood me; a spoiled child cannot inspire mucl^ 
affection ; I was very wilfiil. My father never hindered 
any wish, never restrained any fancy, and alas ! he 
reaped the harvest of those who forget that "folly is 
found in the heart of a child," to be unloosed only by 
the "rod of correction.'* Children respect not those 
who do not correct them, and it is a true, though 
melancholy reflection, that the affections alone cannot be 
confided in ; respect and esteem must be inspired if we 
would possess the love of children ; a spoiled childhood 
cools the affections, as displeasure against those whose 
blind indulgence causes some of the pain of our after-life, 
is felt ; the kindness of their motive too often overlooked 
by the natural man, who is more under the law than 
under grace, and therefore asks its strictness. Here, 
again, we detect the acting of a "right reason," of 
" strict justice ; " the child avenging on the parent the 
breach of parental duties, unintentionally speaking out 
the normal laws of humanity. 

One of the first impressions I received was, that most 
of the sufferings that I should have, would come through 
my feelings. Being determined to suffer as little as I 
could, I resolved not to attach myself too much to any 
one. A wise Christian friend would have understood 
the dangers in which my natural warmth of character 
stood under these notions, for alienated as is the natural 
heart from God, the domestic affections are the safeguard 
of our younger, perhaps, later years ; they are the safety- 
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valve of the heart's hest and deepest feeKngs ; but when 
out of order, the untamed affections run riot, for they 
will and must have some food ; they are, when regulated, 
our choicest blessings ; and in spite of all my false philo- 
sophical selfism, my heart loved most warmly my yoxmgest 
brother and sister ; indeed, I was not as indifferent as I 
hoped, and some thought, towards other relatives, as 
after years disclosed to me. 

The kind, though weak, governess would have been 
more loved, but my vanity was not proof against the 
ridicule and dislike my elder sisters evinced towards her. 

I was fond of my country home, and delighted 
in every pursuit, and grew very selfish. I got the 
character of being flighty, capricious, insincere. And 
no doubt the "love of change" is in our nature, to 
" nothing fixed," for we are ever seeking something, and 
** sowing the wind." I recognised powers in myself that 
made me independent of others; an enjoyment in my 
readings and doings and thinkings that made the live- 
long day pass cheerily ; yet, at fifteen, I had one or two 
fits of depression, when the " cui bono " of all I did 
crossed my mind. I was not pious, yet a text would pre- 
sent itself occasionally, when a sense of my unworiiiiness 
presented itself, for I had a feeling of being often 
very naughty]; and then, "I came to call sinners to 
repentance" seemed to sotmd in my mind; thus, 
"Wisdom" was crying (Prov. i., 20.), but her reproof 
was disregarded ; " the fear of the Lord " was weak, and 
the things of the world were enticiug. My powers were 
devoted to literature, drawing, and any pursuit which 
crossed my path ; the day was too short, and the night 
disliked as interrupting my labors of — ^not " love," but — 
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self-pleasing ! I have sometimes regretted a master 
mind of earth had not directed mine, but probably, nay, 
surely, the Master-hand was overruling all, so that what 
then seemed disadvantages, were, in fact, a preparation 
or an education eternal instead of temporal ! 

At seventeen my governess left me, and I became 
completely mistress of self; and shortly after the mar- 
riage of my last unmarried sister, saw me also that 
of my father's house ; and what was I P Self-willed, 
conceited, worldly, with, perhaps, more of pride than 
vanity, that is to say, pride that loved to conceal its 
feelings, to live on its own ways, not a pride of being 
head of a good establishment in town and country ; the 
being from childhood accustomed to all that money gives, 
such things came as a matter of course, and stirred no 
pride. I considered myself entitled to sundry advan- 
tages in society, and took them uncaringly, but I had a 
pride that stood on loving its own way, and doing its own 
will. I was not ill-natured, as that word is understood, 
but I loved humour and satire. I was restless, and my 
heart was seeking its food ; in fact, I intended it should 
have it, but in a form I fancied would give it a happiness 
it could not have by loving objects from whom it could 
be separated — it was to love a being to whom once united 
it was through life to cling. 

I alluded at the commencement of this notice of 
myself to the rarity of meeting with a life in which a 
well-regulated condition of its parts existed — and there 
is that wonderful mechanism in humanity that when 
either head or heart take the reins to the exclusion or 
subjection of the other, great disorder ensues ; they should 
be balanced ; and one feels tempted to exclaim, blessed 
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are those who, trained by Christiaii parents, learn to love 
"the yoke" in earliest days, who are taught from the 
womb that serious, solemn, yet joyous truth, that " life 
as an end is human, as a means divine;" that God's 
glory is the object to be striven after — the dying to time, 
the rising to eternity ! and who learn from the examples 
of God-loving mothers and fathers, that whatever some 
may say, " the ways of holiness are ways of peace ; " and 
these honored instruments may often spare their children 
" the eating the fruit of their own ways," and the " being 
filled with their own devices." 

Deep and severe are the lessons learnt in after-life by 
those wild spirits which have recognised no laws but 
those of self ! modified, it is true, by conscience, but 
still owning too much the sway of feeling apart from 
reason, and therefore it may be said, have not all to go 
through the ordeal of self-learning, all being conceived 
in one common bed of sin ? And, though moral training 
can do much, souls must have that teaching which even 
a Christian parent cannot give, and this, how can it come 
save by tears and humiliation ? 

When truth has awakened a mind, nothing, perhaps, 
more distresses it than the reflection how feeling and talents 
have been wasted on the creature, when the whole being 
ought to have been devoted and dedicated to Him who 
made it at first, and then purchased it at so great a price ; 
and oh, how wonderftd that love which seeks and rescues 
those who are far wandering from Himself ; perhaps, also, 
it is mysteriously strange, that souls caught up from the 
** snares of the fowler " should ever be again partially 
entangled by the very " gins " from whence eternal love 
plucked them ; but the very force of attraction earth 
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and its ties possess tells of the greatness of Him who 
gave them, and of those who hold them, and paints in 
stronger colours the vileness of that sin which exists, not 
in the faculties themselves, but in their being enjoyed 
apart from Him who formed them — in this the sin, 
beforey and after we are " taught of God." 

I should describe myself at seventeen as a quick, 
world-wrapped girl, ignorant of truth and God, and 
seeking only a loved companion on whom every feeling, 
every talent was to be lavished, on the altar of a deep 
affection every particle of self was to be deposited ; nay, 
the very soul would have been yielded, for, as the refusal 
of Isidore was read,* I mentally exclaimed, " I would 
have given mine.'* The pure devotion of woman's love 
was my beau ideal of life — " to love and be loved," 
though separated from the object — it was enough to have 
the sentiment ; my being was absorbed by it ; my power 
of abstraction was strong ; I could live on the ideality of 
love; but love was my all! Disgusted at times with 
every pursuit, from a feeling of their vanity and emptiness, 
I believe I should have destroyed myself, but the vision 
would hover around me of some hoped for happiness, 
some "cordial drop" that would give a pleasure I longed 
to possess — a joy to be tasted e'er life was o'er. 

With many others circumstanced as I was, my imme- 
diate family did not imderstand my character, and I 
blame them not; spoiled children, as I observed, are 
very disagreeable. In Alfieri's description of himself, I 

♦ In the high-wronght novel, by Milman, of " Melmoth, the Wanderer,** 
where, having sacrificed all most precious to woman, the heroine, with an 
inconsistency that shows the author to have been a man, refuses to give 
her soul Ux the being she adored. 
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found some of my own likeness, "Alle volte loquacissimo 
evivacissimo ; e quasi Sempra negli estremi contrarj ; 
ostinato e restio contro la forza, rattenuto piu che da 
nessun altra cosa dal timore d'essere sgridato ; suscettibile 
di vergognarmi fine all'eccesso, e inflessibile se io venia 
preso a ritroso," and poor Alfieri pursued his career 
unchecked, while mine was in due time arrested and 
turned heavenward ! 

Mistress of my father's house and purse I tried the 
world of a gay London season, but I had too much real 
heart and domestic taste to find pleasure in the heartless 
haunts of cold fashionable existence. I was, however, 
caught by some of the follies of that life of vanity and 
deceit ; good people were not sought, unless they were 
clever ; talents were placed before "wisdom and worth ;" 
and the usual misapplication of right and wrong was 
adopted ; and, therefore, though I could not become a 
regular votary of fashion, I was far, very far, from a 
" right understanding " and sound " wisdom," and I was 
soon completely enveloped by that fascination of a blind 
attachment which would have enthralled and made my 
existence a foolish round of torpid nonentities. 

I once heard it remarked of a girl, " She was a good 
girl, but will be all the better for a flirtation, it will rouse 
her." Now, to my then and present ideas such is false 
logic. If a girl has a heart, what can be greater misery 
than the calling up emotions which act so powerfully on 
the being ? If she is devoid of feeling, what sad frivolity 
must ensue, and the malady of heartlessness be increased I 
No ; I would say, encourage the outcoming of the affec- 
tions in the family circle, but preserve your girl from 
flirtations as much as you can. My own special youthfcd 
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notions were very romantic. The mere idea of loving 
more than once agonised my heart; inconstancy of 
feeling appeared to me a perfect sin, and had I at nineteen 
or twenty known the depth of evil all human nature can 
fall into, from the ** deceitfulness of the unchanged 
* heart,' " my reason would have been overpowered, for 
though I knew I had been, as a child, naughty, and was 
then even passionate, saucy, and insincere, though with 
too tender a conscience to tell positive falsehoods,N having 
suffered for the only one I ever told, at ten years old, 
such unwonted mental misery, that though I was never 
found out, I never would expose myself to a like torment ; 
yet the dire realities of the sinful nature were unknown, 
as they must be till the pure Spirit of God works on our 
spirit, and convinces the being of sin. The spirit of 
man, however, is of God, and fears Him ; it is crowded 
with thoughts, " excusing or accusing," in chaotic mass 
of perplexing incongruities; and, doubtless, grace aids 
the struggling soul ; and this proves " the fear of the 
Lord to be the beginning of wisdom,'' and after-experience 
can track the hand of a father guiding his child through 
many a path of joy and pain to the appointed " Thule " 
of their existence. 

As I have observed, " to love and be loved," formed 
my predominating idea of happiness — all was bright if 
love smiled, all was drear when love was shrouded ; on 
this sentiment, therefore, I stood for weal or woe. Had 
I loved the gay world and its pleasures, I might have 
married as others marry, and lived as they live. But 
how often I turned with disgust from the way girls spoke 
of marriage — it was to give them a position, independence, 
and such like — as to love ! none of that in its pure and 
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deep reality, seemed known, for, as Alfieri says of it, 
" poche persone intendono, e pochisime provano," i, e,, few 
understand, and fewer still feel it. Having all that money 
and independence can give, perhaps love had a better 
resting place — chez moi — ^for I desired only its own 
beauteous self, as my own feelings painted, and as fiction 
described it ; and truly fiction and imagination play a 
great game in this affection, telling at the same time 
great truths, for, however much the fancy decks this 
" cordial drop," it is a type of the pure love from whence 
it comes, indeed, a ray of it ; and, therefore, through it 
came the rod of chastening, and the smile of heavenly 
love, though the former seemed small, the latter, as is 
ever with God, being so grandly superior, and I seemed 
like a " brand plucked from the burning ; " when the 
blind eye was opened, and the dead in earth-life's sleep 
was quickened. The new state of being on which I 
entered was not one of delusion, but that actual " trans- 
lation into the kingdom of God's dear son," the Apostle 
tells of; a change that gives "joy unspeakable and full 
of glory," while it sheds the love of God in the pardoned 
heart ; and, doubtless, my heavenly Father had watched 
me with parental care ; had seen the depth of my being, 
its powers which He had created for himself, its feelings He 
ought to have had, and the snare satanic skill had woven 
for me. So He saved me ! And, saved myself, my first 
desire and attempt was to make the being of my earth- 
heart seek salvation also ; but, no, I was still to be loved, 
but not my God ! On this, the sacrifice was offered up on 
my part ; the which few knew, and, indeed, most believed 
it vice versa I And I felt it even a privilege to yield any 
object, however prized it had been, for it seemed to me 
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tJien akin to impiety and apostacy to love any human 
being who ignored God ; and my new and divine love 
spoke as I. Taylor speaks, p. 140 of his Essays : — " The 
powers of life eternal are so striving within the soul as to 
render the most costly sacrifice of earthly felicity — yes, 
the choicest feHcity — a sacrifice to be wished ! " and 
those who know the real, pure depth of our earth-love 
may form some idea of, and thus covet, that vast, 
boundless, heavenly love which can surmount and absorb 
it. But let me recount more particularly this first of 
mercies, — the being brought into direct and living com- 
munion with the One Almighty God! Not unto us, 

Lord, but unto Thee, the glory ! 

The London season over, we went as usual to our 
country place, and there a l&rge party met for the usual 
race "follies;" on its dispersion I had come to an 
understanding with my "idol," and it was agreed we 
were to meet and arrange matters the ensuing spring. 

1 was satisfied, though my soul was not content ; perhaps 
it would be stricter language to say, " the spirit of the 
man " within me was not content — ignoring still its God I 
After some months, I went on a visit to a place endeared 
to me by its being the residence of the sister to whom I 
alluded as having, in spite of my determination to keep 
my affections in check, engaged them most deeply ; with 
her I was ever, comparatively speaking, most happy ; 
domestic society, domestic pursuits of the higher kind 
pleased; still, even the best days of our natural life, 
(as we must for distinction sake call that earth-life 
sin pollutes,) are but dark; it is true the affections 
delight, the intellect interests, but there is more or less 
of a certain gloom, and my untutored being teemed with 
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faults. One day in particular this sister placed all my 
misdoings before me. I felt she was right, yet unjust, 
for not giving me credit when I said, " I wished to be 
other than I was.'' " If you are sincere in so wishing^ 
why not be so ? " As I had often done before, so did I 
that night, on going to my room, give way to a passion 
of tears for being so misunderstood, and then, in a way 
I had never before done, though ever having had a sort 
of looking out of self to a something, I knew not what, 
I went on my knees and said, " Oh, my God, Thou 
knowest I do desire to be amiable, but I cannot ; grant 
that not in vain a Saviour has died for me. If Thou 
dost nothing for me, I must do wrong." There seemed 
a something in me I had never felt before, and I went to 
bed. The next morning I was conscious of a difference, 
an observation made at breakfast would have had a tart 
reply, but something seemed to arrest it. 

I remained a few weeks longer, and during that time 
a daily change was going on, but I could not define my 
feelings. A brighter view of life opened up, though 
every outward circumstance remained the same. The 
ennui of life I had often found, the restlessness, all 
seemed changing; the Bible became interesting; the 
mind had an iU- defined object before it, which its 
energies attempted to grasp and understand, but all was 
misty ; no one comprehended me ; I did not comprehend 
myself. I returned home. It was the autumn. I had 
always been fond of reading all sorts of books, and now 
the writings of Shaftesbury, Herbert of Cherbury, &c., 
seemed very tempting, for, " I am searching after truth,'* 
thought I ; but one day a voice seemed to whisper, "Keep 
to your Bible." And can I not now say whose voice it was ? 
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I obeyed ; till after three or four months from that 
first prayer, which was followed by that working within, 
when, in fact, the moral powers spoke as they had never 
spoke before, and knowledge, or rather "wisdom*' to 
enter, and clouds to disperse from my understanding, 
one night, as I lay on my bed, before sleeping, a bright 
light blazed round me, in the midst of which a glorious 
cross was defined, and joy and peace seized me. My sins 
appeared removed, purity and love experienced ; inde- 
scribable bliss possessed me. I cannot paint in human 
words all that in one short hour seemed to pass over my 
whole being ; or the complete change from " death to life," 
from " darkness to light ; '' as the sensation of ecstatic joy 
was experienced " unspeakable and full of glory," such, as 
Paul tells, the Holy Ghost gives when he acts on us, 
" translating us into the kingdom of God'^s dear Son," 
and pouring the riches of God's love into our hearts ! 
The following morning I noted all my feelings ; it had 
been an early solace for me to keep a diary ; therein could 
I place all I thought, and faithfully did I there indite all, 
" good, bad, and indifferent," I descried in myself. I 
also sent for an old servant, whom we had often ridiculed 
as being a methodist. I told her what I felt ; her simple 
answer was, " Miss, youVe been bom of the Spirit ; " and 
80 I had been ! ! And is there anything out of reason 
in this ? No ! And I was blessed indeed ! And I 
learnt with transcendent delight the truth, that I should 
gain by dying that very object my soul craved, and the 
wish for which had restrained me more than once from 
desiring, perhaps seeking, death. The eternity of love 
was opened up before me, and though I learnt I could 
love God, who had so loved me, yet the perfection of 
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of that love could only come when we went hence ! I 
could say, " Abba, Father," I had been a sinner, but all was 
forgiven, all was washed away in the Fountain opened 
for such love-deeds I In the new-born being there was 
but the desire to do God's will ; to love all for His sake, 
and to tell everyone what had been done for me, and to 
conjure all to follow what I believed, that had brought such 
great joy on my own unworthy self. I longed to die, but 
felt I ought not to expect that last good gift of God to 
man, for I had lived so sinfully in forgetting God, so 
selfishly, I could not deserve so immediate a removal 
home ! I thought, however, in my then ignorance of 
life, I was going to be very happy — " old things had 
passed away, all things had become new." I had been 
disliked often, very justly, I thought, for I had been a 
sinner, but now, "what God had cleansed " would surely 
be loved. My original constitution was sociable and 
lively, and now, therefore, the "bands of sin" being 
broken, my normal character expected to be met, under- 
stood and loved ; the fault had been in self, not in others. 
I had grown into the unamiable being, whose motto had 
been, to live in self, for self, to self, and by self, but now 
all this was away ; gentleness and patience also were to 
be found. I was not ashamed of owning how bad I had 
been, " human nature was conceived in sin," but the sin 
could be removed ; faith could be, and justification and 
sanctification existed, for those who sought God; — and 
thus I was, and felt. Alas ! how soon I discovered I was 
perhaps less understood than ever; and my own family 
circle, in their then unenlightened views of religion, 
thought I was going to die, having some confused notions 
on the subject of preparation for death ! but none for 
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life, " as it is in Jesus.'* " I had been ever somewhat 
wild," they said, " now I might be expected to be rather 
flighty ! talking strange talk ! " Beyond my family, when 
I, perhaps with the incaution of a young convert, spoke to 
every being I met, women laughed at me, and men 
fancied I could not be interested in their souls without 
some earthly tenderness ! Such is egotistic man ! I 
ignored most completely that I possessed any but the 
most ordinary powers of mind; I had certainly , felt a 
sort of cleverness and readiness in turning my hand to 
what presented itself; but when I was converted, I 
thought every human being had only to do what I had 
done, to feel precisely all I felt on the subject, and it was 
not till long afterwards I was led to feel, by communing 
with the dead, and living wise, I had been given any 
powers some friends had told me I possessed — ^powers 
which in heaven only can find their true development. 

It was painful to be told, sometimes, I was depressed, 
when I felt joyous. Time interests were very tasteless, 
but the love of God made me most happy. " If we love 
Him but a little,'* Adams says, " we are so," and one 
phase in this my "birth unto righteousness" was, that 
much of the knowledge I had acquired seemed lost ; an 
apt memory possessed no longer much it had found agree- 
able ; truths of the soul, Bible thoughts, and philosophical 
works were alone fresh and clear, all else seemed vapid. 

I found it most diflGlcult to meet those who understood 
me — congenial spirits in fact ! Some religious persons 
I met who were considered to be of the "religious 
world," I expected to enjoy, but they displeased me 
much — the earth of gossip seemed very predominant, its 
"pleasures" might be yielded, but a censorious spirit 
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existed. Such want of love, such selfism, such fondness 
still for time, such qontraction of thought — ^that I was 
bewildered. I tried to like, but could not, and many 
thought me " a strange mixture." 

One dear friend God gave me — she understood much 
more than most — yet perhaps at that time her own views 
were not as clearly defined as they ought to have been, 
on intercourse with the world ! And it is a difficult question 
to decide on — but at my present advanced age, I believe 
there should be very clear lines of separation : " to the pure 
all things are pure," and some mingle unharmed with 
those who are not " the faithful ;*' but even these " touch 
not pitch " without some defilement ! The safer course is 
"to come forth, and touch not the unclean thing." And 
I believe I also erred in resuming some studies, with a 
view to recover lost knowledge, as well as in mixing with 
the " mixt multitude," to shew religion was not morose, 
but genial and joyous ! It was an error of judgment 
which brought its own punishment ! 

Before proceeding, I am tempted to cite the words of 
a living American author,* to shew how similar was my 
experience, years ago, with his late work on the change 
in man. In many parts of his volume I find my own 
experience, but his words (p. 162 &c.) are so similar, they 
seem to strengthen my own account, and so may mark it 
as faithful to some, who might be disposed to treat it as 
imaginative or enthusiastic : — " In other cases there is no 
doubt of a beginning — a new turning to God, a fresh bom 
Christian love; the love is consciously a first-love, a 
new revelation of God to the soul, a restored consciousness 
of God, a birth of joy and glorified song in the horizon of 
* "The New Life," by Dr. BushneU. 
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the soul's life. All things were new. Christ was new, the 
Word a new light, the world a new realm of beauty, shining 
in the brightness of its Author ; even the man was new to 
himself ; sin was gone, and fear, also, was gone with it ; 
to love was his all, and he loved everything. Then, 
how tender, how teachable I in conscience how true, in 
works how dutiful 1 It was the divine childhood of his 
faith, and the beauty of childhood was in it ! This was 
his first love ! It is a Divine fact accomplished ; it is to 
God one of his beginnings, which He will carry on to 
perfection ; to the beings themselves, it is the dawn of his 
paradise; an ideal set up, in his beatitude, of that state 
in which his soul is to be perfected and to find its rest. 
In one view, indeed, it is a kind of perfect state ; a state 
resembling innocence ; it is free ; it is fall of God ; it is 
for the time without care ; new bom, as it were, the 
spirit of a babe is in it. The consciousness of sin is, for a 
time, almost or quite suspended ; sin is washed away, the 
heart is clean ; the eye is single, as a child's eye ; the 
spirit is tender, as a child's spirit, — so ingenuous, so pure 
in its intentions, so simple in its love, that it even wears 
title grace of heavenly childhood. In this state the soul 
has in its feeling the sense of perfection; it is thus 
awakened from within to the great ideal in which its 
bliss is to be consummated. The very citizenship of the 
soul is changed, it has gone over into a new world." 
And the onward pages depict powerfully the fluctua- 
tions, &c., which my life unfolded. But I mean not to 
lose my own individuality of thought, for we all have 
that, and it is my own, and no other being would I 
personify. Thus, we may one and each be more aiding, 
while in corroboration of ourselves it is profitable and 
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pleasing to quote the thoughts of the good and the wise, 
though our text book should be the Bible, when God has 
made it such by changing our hearts from seeking "good 
apparent" to seeking real good. 

The question of conversion has been the subject of 
deep investigation, and differing opinions— and minds 
must and will be diverse on a question that in much 
eludes our finite powers. Newton has some excellent 
remarks on the work of grace in man; yet I differ with 
him on some views of human nature, as well as with 
other pious minds. May be 'tis a futile and vain attempt 
to reconcile tiie discrepancies of finite minds on infinite 
subjects; each sincere person, studjring himself by the 
light of reason and revelation, naturally conceives the 
opinions he is led to embrace are the true ones, and 
he may wish others to embrace them also ; but the 
margin of God's Word is broad enough to admit many 
sides of every thought that is based on those powers which 
flow from Him, and are referred to Him. It is a most 
cheering feeling that, amidst the diversities of the human 
mind, hearts attuned by the one True Spirit do melodize 
and harmonizeat the touch of love — the love that flows from 
God in Christ : wherever that exists, union on all real labors 
of love will be ; and surely with thaty man may rest content ! 

But I will resume the thread of my little narrative, 
and speak my own feelings. My indulgent father lived 
two years after my change of heart; and it is a sad 
thought that my love was not what it ought to 
have been ! — the command is " honor." I heard a 
good man once say, "God, knowing that 'love' could 
not be commanded by us, gave not that word, but 
substituted one which could be observed." Is this 
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correct? Might it not be said, God, knowing the 
strength of the instincts he gave, conceived a command 
to "love" needless; whereas, to "honor'* may be less 
natural : the Commandments shew, however, in what con- 
dition God created man, for they point to the doing that 
which is " good," to the real nature of man ; and, alas ! 
how fallen was man, that made it a necessity to give 
laws, instead of his finding himself led by those very 
laws, as a portion of himself — a free, obedient being. 
Such did God mean man to be, such Satan drove man not 
to be, but such the Lord Jesus again enables His 
redeemed ones to be — loving servants of a loved Lord ! ! 
There had, no doubt, been much ingratitude in me. I 
considered not all my father had done for me ; the acts 
of kindness ever showered on me ; the ever open purse to 
gratify every request ; all this on my selfism acted but 
smally. Ifelta want of something. I did not love, as some 
children love : he did not suit my tastes ; and so it was, per- 
haps, I was devoid of "natural affection ; '' not altogether : 
still sin was in that coldness; I was saucy, impatient, un- 
grateful. After my heart was renewed, during those two 
years, I was certainly more patient, and my influence was 
used to doing good, building a school, — in short, to follow 
another path, and my poor father was then more difficult 
to please ; he had been prejudiced against methodists ; 
I was one ; and we were less to each other than ever I 
I was not, therefore, broken-hearted when I lost him, 
though at times reproaching myself, and wishing I had 
been more grateful to him. I much grieved, however, 
over the loss of my favourite home; those "rows of 
old chesnut trees, of large dimensions and grotesque 
forms and gigantic greatness/' as Miss Aikin, in her 
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father's Memoirs, calls the " noble timber '* of the outer 
park, and the " elm and lime avenues of the inner park, 
where in the latter she felt the impression of awful 
gloom, as she entered it in the dusk of evening, stronger 
than she had ever felt before:" and if a stranger wrote 
thus, one who had grown up with these old trees, and 
loved to wander and muse beneath them, might well 
mourn their loss ; and, though 1 felt at the time it was 
wrong to grieve over any event God, my God, permitted, 
I did grieve, and found my refuge to be in turning from 
my regrets to other subjects, those of deep interest, knit 
up with eternity ; and I would say, and in part feel, " ills 
had no weight, and tears no bitterness." However, one 
error was then acting, an error to which many mistakes 
of my life owed their origin, — the not giving their due 
weight to the affections of earth ! I thought all and 
everything of earth was to be merged in one feeling, that 
of Christian, to love all, to do good to all, to die daily 
to selfi to have no partialities, to live, rejoicing in the 
Lord ! to see his hand in each event, and to be satisfied, 
come what might 1 My " Christian childhood '* was 
manifest in this, but I had to learn a good deal, also, as 
regarded the still lurking of sm, and the devices of Satan. 
Peeling, as Bushnell says, " I was clean,*' or quoting the 
authority he also learnt from, " I was washed and sancti- 
fied " (1 Cor., vi., 11), I thought I could not sin ; and 
perhaps if we analyse and give "«m" the meaning 
St. James does (i., 16) the child of God does not sin, 
because God keeps him from sinning, though He permits 
him to know what sin is, and could be, had not His love 
taken him from the evil one. This is certainly true, that 
Satan is busy, and is permitted to tempt But when 
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there is sincerity of desire, God never forsakes, — ^we are 
shown our danger, and weakness, and nothingness ; but 
with the " temptation is opened the door of escape ; " 
and we are saved ! We mourn, we wonder, we adore, and 
are led to deeper, deeper love of Him, the Chief amongst 
ten thousand, whose right arm hath given Him the 
victory, which He makes ours ! 

There is great mystery in the history of man's mind and 
feelings, — " Thou hast made him a little lower than the 
angels : Thou hast crowned him with glory and honor" (Ps. 
viii., 6). We see here the great dignity of man, and man 
is fiilly conscious of his powers, of that within him which 
fully ratifies these words ; and yet, with this knowledge, 
David, knowing but too well the fallen condition of man, 
considering the extreme excellenee of God's name, and 
His majestic works, cannot but exclaim, "What is 
man P " formed as Thou, so excellent ! has formed him, 
for such great things, yet so sunk, as my own sad expe- 
rience tells me. Ah, how is it P " In sin my mother 
conceived me ; " yet, for "glory and honor" was I created 
— the complete antithesis ! reconciled only by that as 
great mystery, the incarnation ! The boon and not the 
right of man ! Wonderful as man may be, before he is 
replaced in God's favor, it may seem still more extraor- 
dinary, that after his new birth, he should ever be found 
wandering from the fold. And here I find in the 
"Diary" from which I transcribe, the very idea of 
Bushnell, "I was shown in this birth, my complete 
righteousness in Christ, the pardon of every sin, fit)m 
the tjrranny of which the Spirit saved me " (Titus iiL, 6), 
and so I joyed ; but I was to be sanctified in a way 
I could not be, till the warfare was fought, and the 
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earthly steps of Jesus followed ; and tiis sanctification 
is achieved by nothing we can do ; the Spirit sanctifies, 
and uses our earth life for His ends ; and as we "grow in 
grace and the knowledge of the Lord Jesus and God/' 
the more holy we become, and the more properly this life 
is med. Some good people would destroy our personality, 
and imagine our " nature '' is to be annihilated, not 
seeing that we are to be renewed after the image in 
which we were created, that of Christ ; so that we our^ 
selves are ever eadstent, and " sin," not " self," the thing 
to be destroyed ! Our Lord says, " Let a man deny 
himself, and take up his cross and follow Me." Who is 
to follow Christ P " the man." Then a something follows 
out of Christ, and surely the "right mind,*' "the servant 
of righteousness," belongs to the man, the regenerated 
man, who joys in his God ; and surely the experience of 
life tells, that man is not swallowed up by another power, 
but all his being is moulded into the glorious one, which 
will be perfected by its changing the " flesh and blood " of 
earth into the " spiritual and glorified body " of heaven. 
From this point of my existence I cast my eye back, 
and I see where my errors lay. I see that after the great 
work God did for me, I had to be "humbled and proved " 
(Deut. viii.) ; and does God coerce P No ! He places 
before His children good and evil. Though made " free 
from sin," we are still in the land of trial ; though 
clinging to God, and loving Him, earth has its claims, 
and Satan his devices, and the world its temptations and 
trials ; patience is to have its perfect work. Doubtless, 
the love of God is the precious " balm of Gilead ; " and 
though we are "perfected through suflfering," occasioned 
by the sin to be subdued, there is ever in the soul a rest 
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in God, that makes it burst into a song, converting its so 
called "afflictions" into so many stepping stones to 
heaven. Yes ! we must kiss the rod, and love the hand, 
that disciplines ; it is this which knits us to our God, and 
makes all of earth, its joys and sorrows, precious blessings. 
Though the " washing of the Spirit " clears off the filth 
of sin, and wisdom begins to teach, there is a weakness 
in our judgment to be corrected ; our reason is scarcely 
sound, and we are very much disposed to let feeling take 
a too high position, and then to imagine its actings are 
those we are more especially to follow as the voice of God. 
This is a very common error in the people of the Lord ; con- 
founding the proper use of the highest gift God gave man 
with the exercise of faith, they maintain it is to be rejected 
as carnal, natural, and so forth; not seeing, that feeling is, 
perhaps, even more under those attributes I If man will 
not heel the power with which God has endowed him, he 
must suffer. " God forgives, though He takes vengeance ; " 
none of His laws can be infringed without detriment, and 
reason should rule in its proper sphere, and thus glorify 
God! The very people also who most cry down its 
actings, make use of it, in deciding, according to their 
opinion, what is, or is not, the mind of the Spirit; not 
considering, that their ability to do this must proceed 
from some faculty given them by God, which is the 
" spirit of a man : " this power, enlightened by the Holy 
Spirit, can reason rightly, and gives its testimony to the 
truth. There are difficulties attending the study of our 
Uves, for we are, doubtless, influenced by the prevailing 
tone of our feelings, not always realizing our true and 
lofty position as God's children. We ought to take a 
Jiigh standing, and ever to remember, that from the 
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moment of our entrance into the kingdom of God, we 
are the especial ohjects of His love and care ; and that 
He who sees the " end from the heginning," is "ordering 
our steps '* according to His own precious promises. 
His glory was intended when first He created man ; the 
laws He then gave would have tended to that; sin, 
disturbing these laws, and turning man into a lover of 
self, made him an idolatrous being, yet a grand one, for 
his powers ever shewed greatness, bespeaMng their origin; 
When man, therefore, is replaced in the favor of God, 
what are God's views concerning him P Assuredly good ; 
and this good can only be carried out by its object being 
made as holy as God's creation must be. These considera- 
tions throw light on the race man has to run ; and the 
poet correctly says : — 

" When first before His mercy seat, 
Thou didst to Him thy aU conunity 
He gave thee warrant from that honr 
To trust His wisdom, love, and power I *' 

I have therefore often controverted that sentence of 
Adams, "the sense of an irretrievable error fastening 
on the mind, is a foretaste of hell." No child of God 
ought to say this; though it is true, that when the light of 
God's face is hid, doubts arise ; but they are not the truth ; 
the truth can only be that of which God's Word speaks ; 
and as " all things work together for the good of the 
believer," he has no right to let any idea fasten on his 
mind contradictory of that assertion ; and my experience 
ratifies the same. You may then say, how do you re- 
concile your own freedom of action with this superin- 
tending direction from God P Let me answer by another 
query : if you resign your own ideas or wishes to the 
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guidance of a superior, do you not virtually give up your 
own actings P and is it not thus with the believer ? He 
is convinced by the manifestations of God to his whole 
being, that He is wisdom and love ; this knowledge has 
also shewn that he himself is very far from possessing 
the knowledge of his own good; he sees and feels for 
what he ought to live, but his " inch of life " is so 
completely beyond his sight as to that which may be for 
his good, he throws himself into the Divine guidance, and 
cries, "Lord save and guide me." And does He not P But 
we, being stiU imperfect, do often wish for what God 
knows will be injurious ; and He will sometimes pennit 
our own wishes to act, and tJien our disappointments He 
converts into mercies. And it is my desire, in this little 
life of mine, to shew forth the goodness of God, and not 
to conceal my errors. Some I have thought too disposed 
to make human nature worse than it is. I see no 
glorifying of God in this ; nothing can be more loathsome 
than sin ; and we who are quickened in Christ Jesus, 
must be aware of its presence in our being ; and we can, 
discern it, fight against it, and be victorious, because^ 
greater is He on our side, than those who are against us! 
But I proceed. 

The first impulses of the Divine life are always acts 
of charity ; they flow as naturally as those of folly from 
the life of man without God. But my father's death took 
me from my school and settled life of usefulness ; and I 
began residing with my brother, who preferred selling our 
country place, and taking a home in London. No brother 
could be kinder ; but our tastes were too much at variance 
to render Uving with him quite agreeable ; and as I could 
not add to his comfort, I felt I must seek out a home 
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that would answer better, and some place where I could 
be more useful ; and thus I entered on what my nature 
then much turned from, a life of wandering I Having some 
friends in Devonshire, I proceeded to Dawlish, and after 
the kind hospitality of one whose name and memory have 
ever been most precious, from the sympathy I met with, 
and the talents I delighted in, I took a small cottage ; 
and those days were much enjoyed; some pious and 
intellectual acquaintance, quiet pursuits, and some village 
poor, seemed to leave me no excuse for changing my 
abode ; and I have often wondered that I did ; but my 
romantic, as well as sincere, attachment to that dear 
brother drew me off. He took the trouble, in those 
unrailroad times, to post down to spend a few days with 
me, and to teU me he was going to be married ! This 
made me, a few weeks later, break up my cottage plans, 
to attend the wedding. Here was a stepping in of earth; 
a wish for something my quiet snuggery gave me not. A 
clinging to this love, might have suggested all was not as 
spiritualised as I fancied ; and " how can a man under- 
stand his own ways P " surely I ought to say ! I was 
not in my " niche,'* and away I sped ; and my brother 
married. There I stood, a vessel at sea ! sans object, sans 
wishes, save an earnest desire to be settled by some useful 
doings ; no Mrs. Ranyard then ; and I had no energy 
to sit me down aloney and yet no wish to give myself 
another half. With opportunities enough I could not 
bring myself to fix on such a step ; and my mind was 
curious, correct, yet faulty. I thought I ought never to 
think of self-pleasing. I prayed that God would order my 
ways, and if it were right for me to marry, I might only 
wed one He loved ! 
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I once had the weakness to engage myself from a false 
feeling of duty ; hut reason asserted her claims, and gave 
me courage to retract e'er too late ; for I am one who feels 
such engagements should not he persisted in, if any doubts 
exist ; hotter retreat, even if standing hefore the altar ! 

Years went on. I visited very few ; for I liked not 
the trouhle of heing en soci^te, and I was never weary of 
my own company ; still, the inconvenience of heing alone, 
and the wish to live for some definite object, fixed my 
choice ; and was not the hour arrived for my so doing P 

I£ I were writing the romance of real life, I could 
dwell more in mine, on some of its portions. There are 
who term " romance," all our earth realiiies; with these 
I agree not, hut take romance in its primary meaning, as 
intending the beau ideal of the human heart, when its 
deep emotions, its high toned, self-denying morality, 
bespeak the " scale hy which to heavenly we ascend ; *' 
but I wish to " redeem the time," and to pass lightly 
over the " shadows," and depict more faithfully the 
" substance" of our existence. And I married. Whether 
I was, as novelists say, " in love," or not, que-signifie P 
I became the wife of F. T., and in the diary of that 
period is jotted down, the day hefore that event, " to- 
morrow I am his ; I had rather be going to St. George's, 
to be buried, than to be married; would that my 
heavenly chariot were at the door ! " In a later diary 
is written, " Looking back at the step, I am disposed to 
think, I was in a state of false excitement ; happy in my 
spiritual Hfe, but missing too much a domestic circle, to 
be so in my earthly, and suffering from the defects of 
a spoiled childhood ; difficult to be pleased, yet assuredly 
earnestly anxious to fulfil my duties, and to yield my own 
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tastes and wishes ; and probably, God gave me to F. 
(certainly, I should now say) for the good of both." 
There was a simplicity, a guilelessness, an intelligence in 
him, very captivating to one whose heart had been taught 
to value such qualities ; a convicted, though not a wholly 
converted, being. As a boy, he had offended his father 
by a too strict, world-renouncing life; but this early 
asceticism was forgotten in youthful follies, and for a time 
he followed the world of fashion ; but his tender con- 
science spoke loud ; and the example in his own circle of 
what the highest life in London gives of woe at the last, 
sobered, as it touched, his very sensitive nature. His 
compassionate feelings had been worked on by a cousin, 
and he had married ; but they were not suited, and his 
heart was still fresh and loving when we met; two 
children, however, proved the stumbling stone, the rock 
on which, whatever happiness marriage might otherwise 
have given me, foundered, for my good ! ! And of these 
feelings I was quite ignorant, when I accepted his hand. 
From the time of that change in me, education had been 
one of my favourite studies, and I always spoke of adopting 
a child — for I was fond of children, though a want of 
physical strength made them wearisome — but to watch 
the opening minds, to direct and lead, seemed to me very 
pleasing labors, and my talking with interest of children 
turned at first the attention of F. towards me, for he was 
devoting himself on our first acquaintance most anxiously 
to his little ones, too much so for his nervous temperament. 
How. blindly we undertake duties ! Some say our 
judgment is blinded to bring about our trials ; perhaps, 
" leaning to our own understanding " might be the more 
correct statement of the mistakes of youth ; yet, with all 
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the errors of our lives, they could not be better spent than 
in acquiring a truer knowledge of our own weakness, and 
of His love, who protected us from it, while he was 
"purging away the dross P" However it be, F. was 
married, not because of his worldly name, but because he 
gave signs of belonging to the people of God ; to none 
other would I have united myself. "Honor to whom 
• honor " is due ; but my very independent nature cared 
not for the great ones of earth, if " wisdom and worth " 
held not the first place in their being. The vain glories 
of earth, what are they ? It is not necessary to dwell 
lengthily on this marriage ; perhaps I would throw 
a veil of oblivion over its suns and its shades ; but why 
conceal the work of God therein, as I wish to make that 
my object. I said that I ignored some feelings, and 
through these feelings Satan*s devices found entrance. 

My repugnance to the step-tie soon began to bud ; 
the germ was in my nature ; and it was met by neither 
of us with the wisdom of a strict, dutiful obedience to 
fit self-denial ! 

I wished to act rightly by these children ; but how 
vain are wishes, when the whole nature rebels ; we were 
both untutored still; the world of fashion was not 
desired, but the earth feelings of existence were still too 
rife, and I became the idol ! and idols must be displaced. 
And, perhaps, " inordinate affection" might have been on 
my side also ; but as the bud of step-hate grew, it checked 
affection ; and perhaps — nay, in reality, the work of 
sanctification in my own soul was not as forward as I had 
once thought it — I could not quite walk through life on 
" stilts : " I touched earth again when I wedded, and 
" such have trouble," for, albeit, sin is not in earth-ties. 
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as such, there is in them so great a power, they too much 
bind us to earth. Oh, what is sin P As the wife felt her 
position, the step-mother, the "scaBvanoverca," felt hers; 
in me they were antagonistical, "thorns in the flesh;"* 
and when the feelings are examined, the tie is a very 
trying one. Ye that pronounce the trial light, consider 
the subject. 

In the first place, consider love: "it alone can ex- 
quisitely bless ; " it is the spring of the happiness of our 
daily life, the producing cause of all that blesses the 
domestic circle. When a female heart is filled with this 
afi'ection, it can be no agreeable reflection, that another 
has filled the place she occupies; so heavenly, so re- 
fined, so sacred is the abstract idea of man and wife, 
that whatever infringes or mars the perfection of that 
union, repulses and wounds, and, consequently, it must be 
evident how the children of a former union must aflfect 
her. The heart pourings, and heart yearnings, the deep 
sensibilities knit up with those young ones, springing 
from a tie that has gladdened, soothed, enlivened life, 
what can they cause but pain to her, who replaces the 
lost parent ? I often put the question, even now that 
grey hairs are peering, why cannot I love step-children P 
The heart always answers. No, your nature rebels; their 
relationship to any being you called husband would 
prevent it ; your heart has no natural instincts for them; 
they appeal through one, with whom their connection 
treads on the threshold of your most cherished affections 
and sympathies, and the very feelings of their union to 
him, through another, is the very hinge on which aversion 

* See Note B. 
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turns. Step-children must mar a union between those 
whose nature is sensitive; and I can truly say, the feeling 
has often agonized my existence, for the root is jealousy,* 
" cruel as the grave." Verily, it is so ; it tends to intense 
misery ; its lava flood oversteps all bounds, and devasta- 
tion marks its progress. 

Assuredly, my marriage taught me I was not " crucified " 
to sin, as I hoped, for the being quite "dead" to all that 
prevents, in the ties of earth, the entire devotedness to 
the Lord, I could not have been ! The heart still was for 
a clinging to the visible, with greater fervor than is right; 
the affections, had they been unthwarted, would have 
been so happy, that in following their instincts, the moral 
virtues would have shown forth, and swallowed up the 
true sense of all that was due to Him who gave them ! 
Alas ! how sin still necessitates chastisement, even in those 
seemingly most called from earth to heaven. Deep in 
the dust we shall place ourselves, when we see how 
tainted we can be, by what earth offers! God left 
Hezekiah to himself, " that he might know all that was 
in his heart ;" and so He deals with all His children ; 
and then we find how much of the frivolous, of pride and 
vanity, and the disparaging of others, can be, for these 
evils spring from the very feelings that were for good, 
and are still for good, when not left alone ! Pope was 
correct, when he said, — 

" AU our vices from our virtues spring." 

Satan created nothing, but implanted sin; this can 
be seen when we consider the vices, and find their 

♦ See Note C. 
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root is, in what ought to have been good ! This com- 
pletely silences the ManicheBan doctrine of two prin- 
ciples ! "Without me, ye can do nothing," as with 
Hezekiah and Jehovah, so with the believer and Jesus ; 
" therefore, take up the cross and follow me, deny your- 
self;" deny that self of sin, which before regeneration 
loves the world of evil, and cherish that self of heaven, 
which, in the life of Christ, finds its own proper self. So 
it is, and so we are taught ; but time has its work, that 
patience may have hers ! and long seem some periods, 
and rough some combats, before there is that devotedness 
which God seeks, and will have. And this has raised 
occasionally the question, Are not the unmarried better 
calculated to "follow the Lord fully," "waiting on Him 
mthout distraction ? " But, perhaps, as Paul says, the 
time is short, and, therefore, married or single, care not, 
onward go.* Let each one feel his path has been the best 
for his own soul ! and the work I had to do with F. 
was the needful for both. 

I have diverged ; — led by the discussion introduced 
by the step-tie trial. This was suspended for a time by 
our wish for travel — at least it was F.'s. I, individually, 
would have chosen an English home, but he had sad 
memories connected with that, and preferred moving 
about ; and then I had but one idea — ^to please his tastes. 
My Bible was my delight, and my pleasure was reading 
and expounding it to him, which he ever enjoyed; a 
willing listener, though not altogether enlightened ; and 
he loved other studies more than I did, but I read with 
him the books he liked, for they were intellectual and 

• See Note D. 
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improving. But the classics I once delighted in had 
small charms ; as Adams says, "A person who has once 
taken gospel truths into his mind and heart, and can 
think with well-grounded hope on the joys of believers, 
will have but little relish for Homer, Virgil, Horace, &c." 
This is true in one sense ; they please not, no more than 
other readings, as an occupation, or rest to the mind, 
they only interest as shewing forth what they have of 
good jfrom God, and what human nature is — one may 
say, God's work in man irrespective of the gospel, — ^but 
theological studies were more congenial, and even the 
fine arts my nature had once delighted in, were then 
much less relished by me. 

Some writer observes, " Man is a bundle of paradoxes," 
and so, indeed, he is; or, perhaps, habit has more to 
do with this than we suspect. I liked to be stationary. 
I gave into the idea of travelling, and after lingering 
some few weeks with his family, we started ; his children 
consigned to his sister, and eventually they remained in 
what was then intended to be only their temporary home. 

For several years we were wanderers; and I often 
said, " vanity of vanities ; *' no place seemed to rise up 
as a home. Some foreign parts tempted F. ; Sorrento, 
with its delightful climate, its many attractions to those 
who loved nature more than society ; Pau, with its 
Pyrenean retreats for the summer ; but a something 
made me reject all, till the time came we were to have 
our final trial, and our final parting ! But ere touching 
on these, I wiU give some pages from our travelling 
incidents, copied from the diary I kept. 

On leaving England the old route was followed into 
Italy ; and in July we started from Lanslebourg. The 
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day was rainy, not a view to be caught beyond the 
parapet wall which renders safe the ascent or descent of 
C^nis. "It is too provoking to lose the, no doubt, 
grandeur of this road," said F. ; "we will put up with 
what this Molaretto affords, and see what to-morrow will 
bring." And bright and gay came that morrow, so that 
when we looked out from the lowly casement of Maria 
Chiapussi's clean, though homely room, we wfere glad 
we had remained ; a clear sky, and exhilirating Alpine 
breezes, with lovely mountain scenery, made us determine 
to take a walk, instead of entering the carriage, to the 
dismay of my English maid, who could not relish the poor 
post-house as we did ! But off we started, exclaiming, 
"These are Thy works, Parent of Good, Thine this 
universal frame;" for it was indeed a goodly sight — a 
sward most lawn-like, flowers that we English term 
'" choice," small copses, purling streams — in truth it was 
a sunny scene, and we wandered on heedless of time and 
place, till we found ourselves on the brow of a hill, and 
lo ! beneath, in the vaUey, gleamed the walls of a convent ! 
" Thither let us go," said my rather romantic F., and 
without further thought, down we dashed through the 
low thicket that clothed the sides of the mountain, the 
large stones gave beneath our feet, and we might have 
broken some limbs but for the aid we received from the 
boughs of shrubs, so that our descent somewhat re- 
sembled the skipping of squirrels from branch to branch, 
till we reached a small path and a peasant, by whose 
directions we gained the convent gate ! But before we . 
enter I will teU of the exterior of this resort of self- 
denying men ! 

The Benedictine Convent of Novalese is a large 
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quadrangular building, of venerable appearance, without 
any architectural taste; solid and simple, it stands in 
a lovely valley, over which the Alp of Rochemelon frowns 
on one side, the other sheltered by the hill we had come 
down; bright meadows are in its immediate vicinity, 
shaded by noble chestnut trees, and a lively stream 
washes the garden walls, after forming, as it left the 
mountain, as fine a cascade as any our Swiss travels had 
shewn us. Fancy cannot picture a sweeter spot, well- 
known to travellers, ere Napoleon placed the useful 
in lieu of the picturesque ; and thus monks in renouncing 
the world, ever selected a spot where something responded 
to the feelings they fancied they were to crucify ! 

We were going to ring the bell, when some female 
peasants saved us the trouble— they were awaiting their 
food-charities, distributed daily after the dinner of the 
fraternity — and a youthful monk stepped out : the holy 
man's dark Italian eye sparkled most benignly as he 
gave us greeting, and regretting female foot could not 
enter the convent, showed us into a sort of reception- 
room. A large deal table, a few wooden chairs and benches, 
were its only ftimiture. He disappeared, but soon re- 
appeared, and with him a frate servente, who speedily 
produced "convent fare" for our refreshment, with 
many apologies for its indifierence, as our arrival had 
overstepped the dinner hour. Don Giuseppe di Spinola 
prayed us to eat and drink, and had we dropped into a 
Parisian restaurant we had not dined better, " no fruits 
and herbs, and water from the limpid stream," but right 
good French dishes, and wine, Horace's Falemian might 
have feared as a rival! So much for the austerities 
of their table ! Then our host. Let me observe, that of 
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Roman Catholicism I had known but little distinctly; its 
controversy had not been brought before me, and without 
looking closely into the system, I had a confused idea, 
that at all events some piety, however ill-judged, actuated 
those who took on them monastic vows. Thus, when our 
host, who had forsworn the pomps and vanities of the 
wicked world, to live, wtapt in beatific vision, to meet 
mankind only to teach them sober truths, to lead their 
thoughts to where he had vowed his should be, — began 
talking to me quite other, which he did as soon as he 
learnt F. understood no Italian, what was he but a 
living fact of man's abuse of common sense P Not a word 
of heaven on his lips, not a ray of holiness in his eye ! 
and the flattering nonsense came flowing from him, as he 
sidled his chair nearer and nearer to mine, to F.'s great 
amusement, till I quietly told him, English married 
women were not accustomed to such verbiage, and in 
fact, I thought it better calculated for a Parisian petit 
maitre than for a grave monk ! He was nothing discon- 
certed, and his large dark eye flashed fire, more satanic 
than angelic. 

Our repast finished we rose, and Don Giuseppe was 
about to shew us back to our Locanda, when he was 
called off, and another monk came to take his place, and 
the countenance of this latter bespoke a calmer and more 
philosophical character than our first friend; and though 
there was nothing spiritual in his conversation, it was 
more becoming his costume. Don Giusto, or Justus,, 
spoke of the convent lands, of the library, of the musical 
professor, and he picked a flower or two, and told their 
names ; he also told us, that Don Giuseppe had only 
entered the convent from some " punto d'onore," and was 
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in truth heartily sick of it. Thus we walked and talked, 
till we reached the inn, and there we said a kind fareweU, 
and parted ; but not so easily did we part with the 
remembrance of that day and those monks ; we had been 
interested. 

Months rolled away; Rome and Sorrento charmed; 
England was revisited ; the South of France had a winter; 
still Molaretto was spoken of with the same fresh feelings 
of delight ; so much had tended to invest it with a halo 
of sunshine ! 

At last we formed a half intention of seeing G^nis 
again, and from Pau we went to Nice ; and as my abode 
in Italy had raised a keen desire to rouse the Eomanists 
from their sleep of idle falsities, and perilous darkness, I 
had busied myself a good deal in many ways, and was 
ever anxious to gain information as to the actual state of 
oonvents, &c. ; and, detained at Nice, we sought some 
there, and all we heard was most dark and sad, and the 
little we saw of the begging Franciscan was but indif- 
ferent. The house in which we lodged was weekly 
visited by a strong, handsome-looking monk of St. Francis, 
and the tale ran, that his visits were nothing unwelcome 
to our fair landlady, whose husband, a seafaring man, 
was often absent. This might be scandal I but holy men 
should give cause for none ! 

At Limone we halted a few days — a lovely spot— and 
there we heard actually, for the first and last time, three 
Capuchins spoken well of; and we could but sigh that a 
purer light was not posssessed by them, for the harvest 
seemed plentiful! In each valley round the varying 
groimd of Limone, is a small chapel, and these brothers 
take it by turns to officiate daily in one. In an early 
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ramble F. met a brother, and walked up the yale with 
him — a lovely spot, cottages scattered up and down the 
it)cks, and fine chestnut trees— two beings only waiting 
at the chapel door. ''You have but a small congregation. 
Padre ; " without replying, the Padre took a large shell 
that lay by the entrance, and after dipping it into the 
brook, he blew a call that reverberated far and wide, and 
quickly, from various points, came trooping down a flock 
of peasantry, and the Capuchin, replacing his conch, 
said, '' Ecco, la nostra campana." 

At last, we were en route for our " Eldorado."* The 
diary says, " A full three years since we were here ! and 
Molaretto seems a spot much favored; sublime yet 
cheerftd ; what want we more than we have P two clean 
whitewashed rooms, at the end of a long corridor, re- 
moved from the bustle of the post-master's belongings ; 
butter from cows feeding on dainty mountain herbage ; 
Susa's white wine, with, if you like it, the higher-flavored 
Asti; trout, for those who fancy them; chicks, good, 
though not overfat ; and let me tell the traveller, Maria 
Ghiapussi and her maid, Paulina, can manage these 
rural dainties as would not shame any larger hotels 
posada, or osteria ! with beds as clean and neat as you 
very often do not find in such/' 

The afternoon after our arrival we bent our steps to the 
convent, and greeted our former friend, Don Justus ; he 
seemed more youthful than we had fancied — how contrast 
acts! Don Giuseppe had aged him, while our later 

* If any acqnamted with the post-house at Molaretto should doubt the 
authenticity of travellers residing there some weeks, they will, on enquiry, 
find nothing is related but facts ; at least, not very long ago, the party 
were well remembered. 
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known, old, bearded, sad-colored habited Capuebins made 
him seem young ! He was glad to see us, and accompa- 
nied us up the wood ; beyond that he never went with us ; 
consequently, in that wood, loitering midst its rocks and 
dells, did our confabulations take place, and they were 
ever of a staid form, and often on matters deep and 
serious; and how thoroughly wrong the convent life 
must be, where they are as useless to themselves as to 
others ! I thought Don Justus would at least have no 
fear of death, or that his conscience would have been 
lulled by the sort of self-denial he had practised ; no, he 
feared it greatly, because, " after death, the judgment,'* 
and he trembled ! Jesus, therefore, was ignored ; justifi- 
cation and sanctification in Him unknown truths. He 
would persist all feared death, but that in the world 
many affairs occupied men, so they banished the idea, 
but in a convent no distraction existed, people were 
forced to think of it, and to fear it much ! How dreary 
a picture ! Byron's works he liked, in translation; said 
he would read our books, and lent me a favorite of his, 
Lerminier ! 

During the six weeks of our stay we had long dis- 
cussions ; I combated his views, but we never got to any 
thorough hope that good was growing ; false philosophy 
ruled his mind, and if a bent he had, it was towards 
infidelity, though he assured us he would embrace our 
creed, if convinced of the falsity of his own Church. 

As F. was often pressed to dine at the convent, he one 
day accepted the invite, and gave me the following 
account of his visit. He saw many more of the monks, 
and conversed with most, speaking now Italian, as some 
only knew their own tongue, and after a little, he found 
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our fiiend was by far the flower of the flock, the others 
seemed verily to be but little removed from the " beasts 
that perish:" their food was all engrossing. The com- 
mandante from Susa, an avooat, and doctor had been 
invited, — the former was stajring there for change of air, 
a miserable looking, soured being, bloated up to the eyes; 
the avocat a thorough worthless fellow, who, to F.'s 
astonishment, spoke most irreverently of religion. The 
Superior, a meek-looking man, once opened a conversation, 
savoring something more of what might be expected 
from his position, — " L'amore divino e la caritsl sono le 
stesse cose, cosi," — " None vero," exclaimed the avocat, 
" Tamore i una bella cosa, Tamore delle donne, la carit& 
non fa niente," and he went on uttering what he had 
better have left unsaid. To do him justice, Don Justus 
treated him with contempt, and the Superior replied 
mildly, but he turned on his heel and joined another 
group, as this occurred after they had risen from table. 

When no strangers dine with them, one monk mounts 
a pulpit and reads something from the Bible, talking not 
being permitted ; the frati serventi eat the same food, but 
not at the same table; the meats are cut up, placed on 
trenchers, and handed round, after a huge slice of bread, 
with those long, thin, crisp cakes, has been given to 
each, there were two soups, fish, meat, side-dishes, 
sweets, several sorts of cheese, salad, fruits, and excellent 
wine, coffee, and beer (a great luxury), were handed 
round after the repast. And then these sober monks 
betook themselves to the "Giuoo reale del Trucco," a 
game akin to that of our bowls. Their life seems 
entirely devoid of utility, and the Susa innkeeper used 
no measured language when speaking of them ! One of 
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Don Justus's recreations was worsted work, 4 la Berlin, 
and I have one, given as a souvenir, to F., a child feeding 
a parrot. 

They rise at six, breakfast at eight, dine at twelve, 
sup at half-past seven. 

At length the day of our departure arrived; our sum- 
mer haunts, our simple pleasures were ended, and 
thoroughly had they been enjoyed! For how many 
mercies man has to praise God ! 

A small military police force was at that time (and 
may now be) kept at Molaretto, and the brigadi^re 
en chef was one of those naturally-endowed-good-sense 
characters it is ever profitable to converse with, and his 
honest countenance evinced signs of regret as he saw 
preparations for departure ; but the fat, fair phiz of our 
landlady told very unmistakeably that she sorrowed, 
when F. bade her make ready " il conto.*' In days of 
yore her father had been landlord of the inn at Novalese, 
and the whisper ran, she had loved and been betrayed by 
one of Napoleon's young oflBlcers, and so she could not 
or would not find a "sposo:" however it be, Maria 
Chiapussi was then a discreet, matronly-looking body, 
and with a trust in God that touched us ; to her own life 
she never alluded, but one day said, with feeling, " Gli 
uomini tradiscono, Dio non tradisce mai," and she often 
dwelt on the comforts of a religious faith, as though 
sorrow, with her, had performed its fitting part. 

Two large dogs, Turco and Turca, were great pets and 
suprisingly sagacious ; when I rambled alone, or left F. 
to pursue a longer walk than my strength permitted, 
Turca was my guard, and though sometimes in a hurry 
to return to her pups, evidently impatient at my loitering 
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on my way, she never quitted my side till within hail of 
the inn, and then, looking up at me, and wagging her 
tail, off she bounced I 

We departed, and made a short stay at Turin. On 
quitting the mountains, and returning to towns, a gloom 
crosses the spirits, true, that in scenery, however lovely, 
we sometimes felt a few companions would have been 
agreeable, to give some useful occupation; but on the first 
return to the haunts of men the vanities of life obtrude 
themselves very painfully. I have elsewhere noted, the 
mountain depresses, but how differently ! There is softness 
in this; we would enjoy more than we can, we would 
appropriate for a longer space, beauties that dissolve as 
we gaze; the glorious sunsets, bathing in gold and 
gems of varied hues the pinnacles of those ruggedly 
picturesque Alps, we are touched with indefinable sensa- 
tions of a pathos and sadness we cannot shake off, 
especially as we see these brilliant uplightings of our 
nature's sun, deepening into that purpled blue, soon 
yielding to the cold grey tints of approaching night, 
which on some evenings becomes silvered by a full moon, 
rising and relighting the valley with her clear, though 
cold rays, and one by one, the wood, the ChS^lets, the 
streams, again shew themselves, — such scenes as I often 
looked on from my little room at Molaretto ; this disposes 
the mind, as I said, to that " melancholy " which produces 
contemplation, good and wholesome, when it is apart from 
the morbid sentimentalism of a Byron. We see the "great 
works *' of God ; we feel our unworthiness, perhaps, to 
enjoy ; and we like not to turn away, and " labor ; " we 
would enjoy without effort, be good without trouble, &c. 
But this wise depression differs from that I began to 
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speak of as the one produced by the town : its outline is 
harsher, its hue dingy, for its coloring arises from the 
vitiated tastes of men congregating together ; we are in 
streets, where the pure air of heaven never comes ; we 
see houses where misery resides, and where luxury riots ; 
shops filled with vanities ; people tricked out like monkeys ; 
fashion banishing comfort, and manners drilled by hum" 
hug — politesse de la cour, et non du coeur ! How different 
to the friendly, and often graceful, salutation of the 
untaught peasant ! And we find ourselves at tables where 
the appetite is excited and stimulated, instead of nourished ; 
and it is not till we pierce through the exterior that we 
arrive at the blessings which towns possess ! Then the 
ennui yields to brighter feelings, and we may say, all places 
teach Wisdom — "she opens the mouth of the dumb** 
things, and gives them as levers to raise her children 
from earth to heaven ! 

I forgot to say, that Don Justus had informed us, our 
black bright-eyed monk, of /orm, not hearty DonQiuseppe, 
had unmonked himself, as far as he could, and had gone to 
Geneva la Superba, to live more to his tastes ; and before 
we parted, the former had expressed a wish to read the 
history of Muston, whose writings, and himself, had been 
banished the Sardinian kingdom. We placed this wish 
in our memory, hoping some day we might gratify it ; 
accordingly, after some months in other parts, we, late in 
the following autimm, again took the Cenis road to Italy. 
Paidina greeted, " gli Inglesi ; " but the chilly days of 
" the fall " were far less pleasing than the heats of mid- 
summer ; the kind landlady was absent, nursing a sick 
friend ; the honest brigadiere was replaced by a glum, 
i^urly looking man ; our old quarters had no fire-placei 
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and a fire was needful, for mists hung over the Alp of 
Rochemelon ; but the saddest of all was, my walk to the 
convent was in vain. Don Justus was out, and we saw 
but the fat monks of earth, wiping their greasy lips as 
they quitted the "flesh-pots of Egypt;" and the next 
day, when F. made another attempt, he met Don Justus 
returning from — squirrel shooting ! What a disappoint- 
ment for my philosophic hopes ! and talk was, the convent 
was to be done away, and the monks taken off to Savig- 
nano, there to instruct youth. Fit teachers assuredly ! and 
the old walls were to be left to the bat and owl, " no 
longer alive to the vesper hour," and rats and mice 
would tenant those many rooms, and the poor of Novalese 
would lose even the good temporal they got ! 

We had come many miles to bring the book to Don 
Justus, and that given, we had no reason for lingering; 
the carriage was entered, and for the last time, as I 
thought, that oft-trod road was descended, and I was giving 
a regretful glance up the valley, sorry to depart without 
one more sight of our friend, when, turning a rock, close 
on the town of Susa, we spied a couple of monks. One 
called to the post-boy, and Don Justus stood by the 
carriage door. We spoke a little ; and I hoped I traced a 
something that told of better things ; but of him I know 
but little more. Some years after, I sent the tracts 
published by De Sanctis, and I received one letter ; but 
how far our prayers have been answered, another 
existence must tell ! 

I will here add all that my personal knowledge has of 
monks and priests, and I can truly say of the many with 
whom I have conversed, not one spoke of our Lord, as of 
One with whom they had any vital union ! 



48 LiPB lines; 

At a large monastery, near Sorrento, as I was sketching, 
F. viewed the interior ; three or four elderly monks came 
to me, and looking over my drawings, spoke nothing serious. 
At Ketra Santa, we talked a long time with some of all 
ages; ignorance, bigotry, and superstition abounded; 
not a syllable of life-breathing truth was uttered ! not a 
ray of gospel sunshine ! 

At Sienna, in the cathedral, during mass, the cat's 
dinner was brought to her, and several of the priests, 
eyeing us, talked together and laughed, and seemed 
more desirous to attract our attention, than to say their 
pater nosters ! 

At Florence, our hotel landlord, a pious man in his 
way, told us, with real regret, the priests were a sad set ; 
lapng aside their clerical garb, they would attend the 
theatre, and pursue every vice, and the tear stood in this 
good man's eye as he spoke to us, and all he said was 
confirmed from other sources, on whose candour we could 
rely as on our own ; and at a small country town in 
the neighbourhood of Florence, the maid of the inn, 
on my asking about the monks of a convent, whose bell 
was chiming, said, " Ah, signora, they are pitiful rogues, 
not to be trusted by an honest woman." " How dare they 
behave ill?*' said I, "Oh," replied she, "they say, in the 
confessional we are priests^ out of it we are men.'* 

At Rome, the middling class, with whom I was glad 
to speak to get information, told, one and all, the same 
sad tale, — " They practise far other than they preach, so 
we do not mind them." Rome is, indeed, within her 
own walls, and without, far and near, one great disease, 
to be cured only by complete change, " her house is the 
way to hell, going down to the chambers of death." 
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I would not be severe, but to the candid mind, examining 
into the Romish faith, the sore is over her, the whole 
frame is diseased! and woe to the mind which would 
make her sins lighter, ^d with a maudlin charity term 
her the "erring sister." She is what the Bible terms her, 
the "Harlot," and she seduces the unstable and unwary. 
With every attraction for the sensuous taste, they are 
caught, and blin8ed by her delusions ; the churches are 
filled by devotees — so easy is such worship to fallen 
humanity. The string of demure looking monks, the 
peeling anthem in the venerable churches, the funeral 
procession, all touch the uninstructed and romantic; 
she is the "strange woman," "whose fair and flattering 
speech forces the youth to follow," and then, a "dart 
strikes through his liver," and "many have been slain by 
her." 

One, and only one, exception did I ever meet, and, truly, 
it was mournful and mysterious, that one so simple and 
so true could have lived and died in that Apostate 
Church ! in her, though not of her. God grant there 
have been many such "hidden ones'' in that hive of 
iniquity. The Roman ecclesiastical world was much 
surprised by the retirement of the Vicar-General, the 
Cardinal Odescalchi, to a Jesuit's convent at Verona. 
I had only seen him amidst his brethren at ceremonies 
or parties, but I longed to converse with him, and 
therefore, on leaving Rome in the spring of 1839, we 
went to Verona. After some little trouble we found out 
his abode, and at the door of a mean-looking building 
we rang; — ^the noviciates are placed here, the convent 
being in another part of the city. A young monk 
answered the appeal, and on enquiring for Odescalchi 
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he hesitated. We stepped into the passage while the 
first monk called another ; some talking went on hetween 
themselves, when the last comer turning to F. said, in 
Latin, " Odescalchi sees no one, not even his own 
relations." " Tell him," interrupted 1, " an Englisli lady, 
deeply interested in religion, desires to see him." He went 
off, and returning, led the way through the vaulted pas- 
sage, lighted by its gothic casement. Into the church, 
which had only neatness to recommend it. In a very 
small chamber off a side aisle, having for furniture 
nothing but a humble prie-dieu, an old crimson-bottomed 
chair, with its straight back and worm-eaten arms, two 
small reed-seated ones, one on either side of it, we found 
the good Odescalchi. He took, of course, the middle 
seat, receiving us very courteously, and, discoursing in 
French, candour, sincerity, and liberality marked all he 
said. He dwelt on the old story of apostolic succession, 
and that hors de I'Eglise point de salut ; he made no 
attempt to conceal the vices of his time, lamented the 
wickedness of the clergy, but thought it proved the 
truth of his church, that she survived in spite of such. 
Few had faith, and even of morality, little of that ! and 
he sighed deeply. He gave omnipresence to the Virgin, 
and power of seeing into the heart, but no power of 
action, only of intercession, and as Mother of God, she 
must be Queen of Paradise ! 

That one. who knew much of true faith could be so 
darkened appeared a contradiction, but it was evident 
the Protestant view had never been studied by him, and 
the prejudices of early education must be taken as 
palliatives, in his case, and be as the " wood, hay, and 
stubble " to be destroyed. 

He did not consider the step he had taken as essential 
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to salvation ; and looking at me, " A wife bringing up 
her family well, or a widow, virtuous and steady, will in 
heaven have a higher place than she who, in youth, 
enters the cloister;'' and then, marking with the fore- 
finger of his right hand, the width of the nail of his left 
little finger, he added, "such is the small difference 
between us ; rarely, indeed, have I met people like your- 
selves, and in your rank of life, with such faith and love ; 
but that difference, small as it seems, must be done away 
— the union must be entire. We shall pray for you, and 
ask God to teach you — prayer is the best book." 

He rose to depart, saying the monk should come and 
shew us out, and bowing graciously, retired to another 
part of the building, from whence the porter Jesuit 
reappeared, and was conducting us to the door we had 
entered by, when Odescalchi again presented himself, 
to bow in his own kind, courteous manner, leaving an 
impression not soon obliterated. 

Wishing to see the Lago di Garda, we went there the 
following day, and after enjoying it for a week, desiring 
to proceed to Germany, we would not quit Italy without 
one more sight of that dear old man, so much more 
touching in his simple dress, than when seen in the full 
splendor of a Yicar-Qeneral ! 

/ We were welcomed in the same room, in the same 
kindly manner, and our talk was long and earnest as 
before. He told us the whole convent had assembled 
to pray for us, and that he should never cease praying 
for our conversion ; he especially desired me to search, 
and fix first in my mind, that the Roman was the true 
church, and that point settled, all he fancied troubled me 
would be quieted for ever. After the discussion of topics 

e2 
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familiar now to most, lie particularly begged we woiild 
say every where, that we had heard from his own lips, 
that he had quitted the world from no disgust, though 
distressed at the wickedness of men, but still happy 
in himself, and in the favor and confidence of the Pope ; 
but for the two previous years he had felt himself 
strongly drawn by God, and had no peace till he obtained 
from his Holiness his reluctant permission to retire ; he 
had suflfered mental anguish for some months, before he 
could bring himself to grieve the Holy Father by depart- 
ing, but the step taken, his last six months had been ftdl 
of peace, and he had relished the convent fare far beyond 
the dainties of his palace, and fixing on me a penetrating, 
kind look, " not that I think the course I have followed 
the only, or best road to heaven — observe well that I 
Bay this." 

His noviciate was to last two years ; it had then eighteen 
months to run ; afterwards, he was to go and preach 
wherever the General of the Order sent him. I forget 
the exact date of his death, but I rather think he did not 
long survive his noviciate. Alas ! poor Odescalchi ; he 
was an ornament of real worth, which that false church 
deserved not! It was difficult in talking to discover 
where we differed, such faith and love shone, perhaps no 
more hampered than our own by the dross of some 
earthly interminglings ! ! 

So much did he engage my thoughts, that I wrote 
to him, and received at Innspruck the following lines : — 

" Verona, 22 Juin, 1839. 
" Madame, — 

" Je viens de recevoir votre lettre et je vois 
toujours que le bon Dieu vous guide & la connaissance de 
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la verite. Vous comprenez bien, Madame, qu'il est 
impossible de traiter des points essentiels, et qui doivent 
decider de notre boulieur ^temel, en distance et par ^crit. 
Dans ces demiers jour je ne vous ai pas onbli^ dans mes 
pri^res. Mais ^present il ne me reste que prior. H serait 
pour moi un motif de reproche eternelle, si j'osais vous 
flatter, ou plutot vous trahir en vous disant que vous 
6tes dans la vraie religion, et que vous pouvez vous y 
sauver. Non Madame, vous aimez la v^rit^, vous aimez 
la pri^re, et' j'esp^re qu'avec ces moyens, vous parvien- 
drez d la v^rit^. Ecoutez la voix de Dieu, parlez avec 
des hommes pieux, et savants, qui dans votre pays ne 
manquent pas. Mais il ne faut pas perdre du temps, car 
quelque fois le bon Dieu apres avoir parl6 se retire 
Taflairedont il s'agit est de la plus grande importance. 
n ne faut pas le traiter qu'avec reflexion, maturity et 
himiilite. Lisez mais sans prevention. Demandez, mais 
d^posant vos id^es. 

Je vous recommande particulierement 4 la mere de 
Dieu. Dans le d^sir de vous voir, ct savoir Catholique, 

j'ai rhonneur d'etre, 

" Votre serviteur, 

" Odescalchi, 1. 1." 

I made the acquaintance of some Monsignori, but 
nothing found I beyond this world, or a religion sans 
true faith. * 

In later times I knew a little of Cardinal Tosti, who 
received me to a private audience in favor of a poor man 
I wanted placed in the San Michele. His " Eminenza " 
was very gracious, listened to some little Gospel truth I 
ventured to give him, and gave a general invitation 
to myself and friends to his soirees and private theatricals, ^m 
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performed by the youth of that same Michele establish- 
ment. I availed myself a few times of this permission, 
but nothing of good ensued. 

1 said, before I made these extracts, I would proceed 
to the final trials of this portion of my existence ; but a 
remark I find noted in my diary, induces me to linger 
somewhat longer on that part, and return to an earlier 
period. I may serve as a beacon. I shall at all events 
testify to the faithfulness of my God. And I would that 
all learnt to trust Him, and serve Him, better than I did, 
or do ! ! 

The remark to which I allude is this: — "Yes,** 

said , " biography is interesting, but how few really 

please or profit, because the real life is seldom fairly 
given, and the parts that awaken most interest are often 
slurred over ! *' True ! and if the memoirs of an indi- 
vidual please, it can only be from touching those chords 
which pervade the being of all. Sympathies are thus 
roused, which vibrate through the body of humanity; 
but who like to unfold the secrets of the " prison-house ?" 
who like to shew themselves, and tell of the manifold 
sins or errors which have spotted the wedding robes? 
On first conversion one avows readily the " sin in which 
we were conceived ; '* perhaps, afterwards, one shrinks 
from the sad and humbling confession, — sin, or the " old 
Adam," lurks still within. 

Looking back, it seems difficult to imagine that one 
could return in any way to finding pleasure in time, but 
the "heart is deceitful," and Satan busy. I had been 
'* washed " by God's Spirit, but my love of intellectual 
pursuits, my liveliness, and social instincts, and the 
disappointment to which I adverted, from the step-tie 
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to my own natural feelings, were all so many snares 
through which temptation came. After my marriage, 
the *' l^geret^ " of earth by degrees regained some 
ascendancy. I do not give it the low and gross meaning 
it occasionally has ! no ! but that lightness which springs 
from an enjoyment of the earth-life in its time pursuits, 
(and is a marvel in an humanity that has been taught 
deep truths) — and leads into the morally frivolous life of 
a Madame Recamier ! Morally frivolous seems a paradox, 
yet so it is ; woman can be moral, yet frivolousy in the 
sense of living for the enjoyment of literature, love of 
society, and the excitement of being the centre of an 
animated circle; and herein is danger to the quiet, 
unobtrusive mission women ought to covet. On our 
taking up our residence at a "pension" near Geneva, I 
certainly fell into this danger, and might have strayed 
far from the fold, though ever fancying I was acting 
coitectly ; so blinded are we by the sophistries of sin ; 
but then, God is not blind, and He pities us, when 
he reads we are not ^^ willing/* but " deceived'^ abettors of 
His and our enemy ! A Swede of high birth and most 
serious carriage, came to that said " pension,'' and I at 
once discovered I was suffering myself to be led into 
a life of earthliness. How thankful and grateful, and 
how evident to me, was the finger of my God! I was 
saved ; and the draught of poison Satan was presenting 
to me was dashed aside. It had its good ; it taught me, 
and placed me much more on my guard, and made 
me more thankful to my God, and more anxious to live 
as His child should live ! Ah, sin ! sin ! what art thou? 
Who can say? Who shall know till we are out of the 
body? How intricate are the windings of sin; how 
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delicate the touch must be which separates the good 
from the bad ; the true from the false ; the right use of 
philosophy from its abuse! Ah! how do some escape, 
while others fall victims to the false reasonings which 
beguile "unstable souls!" I had permitted myseK to 
be led into the world, and this time I slid. My Bible 
was never for a moment laid aside, or untalked of, but it 
was too often "cast before swine," though ere they 
turned again and rent me, the " shield of faith " was 
placed before me, and I recovered my footing. What 
praises should we not give to Him who " neither slumbers 
nor sleeps," and who ever makes whole the wounded ; and 
again I rose up, and though I felt humbled, I rejoiced I 
And it is in this way we are made to feel our high privileges, 
and our deep weaknesses ; only safe when in the " narrow 
way;" and let us ever play the part of her, who, in the 
presence of the multitude, came and told " all the truth.'^ 
After these Swiss days came those of Italy— the Sor- 
rentine summer, and the much-enjoyed Roman winter, 
the very happy one, when so many pursuits were per- 
mitted and enjoyed ; still, on looking back, I have some- 
times thought I permitted my tastes too great an indul- 
gence, hallowed, as I hoped they were, by prayer and 
praise, and I believe enjoyment of them arose from my 
heart loving the "wisdom which cometh from above," 
and the " peace which passeth understanding," and the 
contemplation of those "joys which are at God's right 
hand," leaving it free to "enjoy all things," for which 
there is a " time and season," though they are but 
"shadows tiptwith glowworm light;" and I ever felt 
how much happier I was than most of those I met in 
society, who were fretted and annoyed by the incidents, &a 
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of life, and to whom I attempted to bring what I myself 
fed on, that they might be raised from the petty 
enyyings and jealousies the worldling smarts imder ! F. 
often remarked, "nothing puts you out;'* and in truth 
my eye saw eternity in all things, and took all in the sense, 
that bringing a Providence with it, prevented any dis- 
composure ; and my great trial was away ! I was alone 
with my husband I and, therefore, I really had nothing 
that touched me closely, so that I could not be other than 
most happy; my conscience was at ease as to family 
duties; and God seemed very gracious. I know some 
are ever tormenting themselves as to the sin within ; 
have I been too lenient to myself? I have modified 
some ol my ideas, and differ from some of the former ones. 
I find in the MSS. from which I am transcribing, and 
which I must believe, that the " Life of God in our soul '* 
is perfected by the events of our earth-life, worked out 
by the Spirit. Some deny the doctrine of perfection^ 
Now I cannot believe our Lord would have given a 
precept man cannot follow, and though it is a high one, it 
is one to be striven after, not in the vain efforts of our 
own strength, but by fixing our gaze on the " Beloved,'* 
and yielding to the influence of His Spirit, who detaches 
us from the dross of time, and attaches us to God ; and 
as we rise we become more loving and lovely; our 
humanity becomes more refined, not by being done away, 
but by becoming purer ; and the process is one which 
often crosses our wills, not that God takes delight in 
tormenting or aflBicting us, but that in (ywr wills there is 
a wish to be pleased by what may injure our souls. Such 
is the mystery of our being ! and we require the rod to 
drive all folly from us I It is humbling! but, will not 
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all God's children avow, that had they had their own, 
even legitimate, wishes, they had, — oh, sad and miserable 
thought ! — they had forgotten Him who loves them so 
much, that He can deal forth the bitter drop which must 
be in the cup of life — the drop His children receive in 
adoring love, but others turn to their final ruin. 

We are all of us too apt to be led into forgetting how 
dear to God others are, and how their education is con- 
nected with our own. We are indeed too apt to forget 
•fliis ; and the tendency of unconverted humanity is ever 
to fancy all things are for their own pleasure. And self 
obtrudes ever ; there is but true love which obliterates 
this evil, and sees correctly the workings of God. True 
humility* then acts, and though an enlightened judg- 
ment, and sanctified experience, may give more correct 
knowledge than some we are amongst, we shall feel no 
desire to boast, because the very powers we possess will 
shew us deficiencies in ourselves, and give us true 
compassion for those who are not as yet taught as we 
may be. 

Would we, could we but see all the machinery in 
movement, beneath that Master Eye, dealing to each 
according to their need, how difierent would be our 
record of each person, of each event ; how much more 
glorious the picture of that race we are all running ; 
how much brighter the beams of that "light which 
lighteth every man who cometh into the world," would 
appear! But sin and sorrow Intermingle, and it is very 
difficult to separate them, so as to make glowing the 
existence of earth, when it is seemingly shrouded by 

See Note E. 
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circumstances, we in our half-misty sight term adverse, 
yet these ought to he a great joy in every human heart 
that can turn to God, and say. Father ! And surely, but 
for this, where should we be, who have hearts and 
minds P And the deep fount of eternal love, if we drink 
deep, will send up its bright thoughts, making all as 
it should be. Thus it acted with F. and myself; my 
more enlightened mind had been united with his ; we 
were very similar in our natural tastes and dispositions ; 
I could, therefore aid him on, and he went through the 
accustomed ordeal ; the idol (myself) he idolized, proved 
of " clay,'' and it shivered in his possession, at the same 
time that it showed him the power of God. We both 
were taught the same sort of lesson : " You have been my 
idol, now I love God," were his words a few months 
before he died, and I had learnt how ill I had performed 
some duties I ought to have done. I had promised to be 
a mother, but my "untamed" youth had been too wild, 
my nature had rebelled, and I had permitted myself to 
shew, instead of curbing, the dislike ! Thus, to some 
causing dishonour to my profession of Christian; and 
what a grief this was ! How cautiously one should walk, 
for we cannot be thoroughly known, and that for which 
God may see reasons, man cannot, and we do give 
advantage to the enemy, when we give the appearance 
of evil. 

" Be slow to speak," says Wisdom ! and what pungent 
truth is in that verse of Proverbs, " Seest thou a man 
that is hasty in his words ? there is more hope of a fool 
than of him ! " 

That Roman winter was followed by a Swiss summer 
a^d an English winter; in short, the Continent and 
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England alternated our life till the plunge was made^ at 
great cost to my feelings, to settle in our own country ; 
and then we had indeed to find, how much of tribulation 
was needful. It is true that good arose from our 
wandering life; there was much that detached from 
things which draw the soul downward ; there wer^ 
lessons of patience from discomforts : and though no 
regular works of the lower duties of charity, I humbly 
hope the tracts distributed, and the words of truth 
scattered, wiU not- have been lost, and though one must 
ever regret in our lives the time imredeemed, still, wheii 
the Bible is our text book, and Gtoi the loved theme, 
and a resting on his guidance exists, there is comfort in 
the trust, **all has been for good ! *' 

From the moment of our determination to fix, I 
attempted to give myself to household duties, and soon 
found how little real capacity I had for them ; not that I 
could not have learnt, but they were so distasteftil that 
I often failed. It had been an immense efibrt that madq 
me turn to the life I felt our duty pointed out, and never 
did I more take up my "crook" than on entering the 
carriage that took us to Lincolnshire. " Speak the word," 
Baid F., "and we go to Boulogne and Italy." "No ! ** 
I replied, " I have assured myself we are in the path of 
duty; I will not flinch ;" and to the north we proceeded* 
Was it, that the " accuser of the brethren " was then let 
loose to sift us P "Was there something more of self that 
demanded the coming troubles ? Yea ! many a sacrifice, 
many a dreary day, many an effort ; and yet, F. often 
said, " How cheerful you seem ! " Yes. I looked upward; 
I dwelt on the abstract more, perhaps, than ever; and 
for some months ,we remained at or near Coltersworth. 
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Till English days commenced, some of my beau id^al 
of wedded life had been tasted ; F. and I had never been 
separated but once, and that for only three days, when 
he attended Lord H — , as sheriff; we read together, 
studied together, and had been companions ! In L — began 
those out-of-door occupations, which by degrees separated 

our daily path ; and thus one tie was slackened. L 

did not answer; and finding one day an advertise- 
ment in the Times of a small property at Hawkhurst, 
in Kent, off we set. I did not like the place, but 
F. so upbraided me with my difficulty of being pleased, 
and got so angry, that the following day, when the pro- 
prietor came to know his determination, I said not a word, 
and the deed was signed, and he was afterwards some- 
what angry with me, for not having persisted in my 
objections, which i-eally were sound, for it was not an 
eligible spot, and on the house we spent much money 
before it was comfortable. And that same year died his 

grandmother, the venerable Countess of D ; poor 

thing, she had lived for the world, and her end was 
a warning ! and yet, of her family circle, how few seem 
to have gained experience by it I A family gathering, a 
funeral procession, a mockery of earth's vanities, marked 
those days; the great gates thrown open, which never 
were so save on some grand occasion; and, midst the 
assembled group in that old hall none looked more 
interesting than F., his speaking countenance, his bright 
eye, as he stood midst the chief mourners, told not that 
he would be the next of that family to follow ; but so it 
was. Disease was lurking, most imthought of by all, and 
and after a brief period he was numbered with those 
who sleep in Jesus. The very few years that intervened 
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were years of deep trial ; he had been most useful during 

the months in L , rousing the farmers in many 

villages to open schools, contributing to the same from 
his own purse. Old Mr. Grimshaw had told him of that 
tract of country, as barren, indeed, of any means of 
education, and truly there was a great destitution of 
schools, and I believe the exertions of F. were blessed. 
At this time he was pious, but not thoroughly enlightened 
as to Gospel truths, and he sometimes accused me of 
severity, in my judgment of the Tractarian School. One 
apparent oversight in pitching our tent, was not asking 
what clergyman filled the pulpit ; and we found to our 
regret, it was one who had been a curate of Keble's, and 
was a friend of Pusey ; thus we could not expect sound 
doctrine ! I was grieved ; yet, how God worked ! The 
Rev. H. J. was a remarkably amiable, kind man, and it 
pained me to differ from one so very prepossessing in the 
dealings of our common life ; but the tenets of Pusey 
were too deeply gravep ; and we never could become as 
cordial as would have delighted me. It was, however, to 
a sermon that he preached I owed the comfort of seeing 
F. completely enlightened. I forget the text, but the 
theme was, the necessity of reserve in using the Bible ; 
and in returning from church, F. quickly said, " Now, I 
understand you quite ; I feel as though scales had fallen 
from my eyes; I will never go to that church again.'* 
Nor did he ! perhaps in that one circumstance we were 
injudicious. I consulted some well-known and most 
spiritual ministers on another conduct we then entered on, 
of having meetings at our house, and they one and all 
counselled them ; and never shall I forget the opening 
Sunday evening, when, for the first attempt, F. took the 
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X. Heb. I own I trembled, lest he had been presump- 
tuous ; but the Spirit of God rested on him, and a fuller 
enunciation of divine truth I could not have heard ; and 
i blessed God. These meetings were opposed, but we 
continued them till his failing health obliged us to dis- 
continue ; also, as long as he could, he assembled the 
laborers at early morning, in an outhouse, and read and 
prayed with them ; and it was not in vain I Thus our 
heavenly Father gave the riches of His grace in the 
midst of that troubled period — for beyond this life of 
heaven, that of earth was sorely perplexed — and I grew 
ill also, and F. grew worse, and then there were scenes 
of sorrow, and misunderstandings, and a commingling 
with those who did not improve matters ; and there were 
blunders of management, and, in short, earth was beset 
with clouds — clouds that gathered up from the sin-tainted 
flesh, the murky thickness that distilled no dews of 
heaven, but the bitter drops of ill-regulated feelings ; 
both had been in fault, both reaped the whirlwind of 
disappointment ; but the best went home ! The gentle 
fires of our Father's correcting furnace soon purged away 
the dross ; and that kindly being was taken to his rest, 
in much, too bright a meteor for this coarse world of ours. 
His beamy, sunshiny face spoke of his self-recklessness; 
his devoted love, his quick parts, his perfectly gentleman- 
like bearing, his philanthropy, and intense love of truth, 
were qualities that would have made a great character ; 
but the want of system and patient energy, and of a 
positive object in life, and some constitutional defects, had 
prevented the useful development of all he possessed of 
good and noble ; the germ, however, told what he would 
become, transplanted into the Lord's own kingdom ! He 
ripened soon^ when the truth was embraced, and — he 
relied ! 
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I think my feelings had ever been more those of 
mother or teacher than wife ! Could I, after that taking 
of my heart to heaven, have loved as woman loves P 
This question has always puzzled me I and I have never 
given it a satisfactory reply. 

" Up the valley came a sweU of music on the wind, 
I thought that it was fancy, I listened in my bed. 
Up the valley came again the mnsic, 

And I said, 'Tis not for them, 'tis mine ; 
And once again it came, and close beside the window bars, 
Then seemed to go right np to heaven, and die among the stars." 

These lines of Tennyson I copied from a book an 
acquaintance of mine sent me on my narrating the 
following incident, which I noted at the time it occurred: 
F. and myself were sitting in a small study on the 
ground floor, between nine and ten, one evening in the 
month of January, when a strain of ethereal music 
floated past the window ; I immediately said, " There is 
my dirge." "Nonsense," said F., but he heard it. Our 
house stood far from every other dwelling, we had no musical 
servants, nothing that could account for it, it had never 
caught our ear before, and never after three evenings 
later, when, as I was at my toilet table in my dressing, 
room, over the study, and F. taking a last warm at the 
fire, he exclaimed, " Why, there is the music again ! " 
" Yes," I replied, " it is my dirge, or a dirge," and as I 
said so, a thrill shot through my heart; and in the 
October following F. was taken ! Had it been the wind 
playing through some crevice we had heard it at other 
times; but why wish to account by what is termed 
natural causes for those whisperings from our unseen in- 
heritance, which confirm our watchings for signs, and 
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hints from the "Promised Land!'* Such love tokens 
I cherish, and desire no " false philosophy" should with- 
draw my faith in them ; and the dreams and visions 
I had that very trying summer were received in the 
same way : once it was the judgment-day, and glorious 
seemed the assembled throng. Abercrombie says, "Music 
is not heard in dreams " ; but he is mistaken, the music of 
that night was sweet indeed I Another night, I stood, in 
vision, in our garden ; two beings fought in mid-air, one 
dashed the other to the groimd beneath our window. 
" Go not near him, 'tis Satan,*' I said to F. The doctors 
talk of feverish excitement, but I tell them the feverish 
excitement is the purifying influence which earthly 
trouble gives, refining the faculties, and giving glimpses 
of a higher state of things than their knowledge pro- 
vides ; — and welcome every trouble that opens the door to 
divine sights and sounds. And to me, there is little doubt 
but that the mind is rarified by the influence of the 
Spirit, and its attributes strengthened by the detach- 
ment from all that improperly binds them to terrestrial 
interests. Then can be understood the words of Elihu 
(Job xxxiii.) that " in a dream, in a vision of the night, 
when deep sleep falleiji upon men, in slumberings 
upon the bed ; then he openeth the ears of men, and 
sealeth their instruction, that he may hide pride from man." 
Good is the " house of mourning," as is the tenor of this 
chapter to point out ; for when the rod comes, and God's 
uprightness known, then He is " gracious to him," the 
" ransom is found," man is " delivered from the pit," he 
"returns to the days of his youth," "righteousness is 
rendered unto Him," "his life sees light." Lo ! all these 
things worketh God oftentimes with maji. Truly it is so. 
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God never protracts sorrow, He would not harden or 
blunt the faculties of nature; God desires nature and 
grace should go hand in hand, as in Paradise — sin, not 
humanity he would efface. He wishes man to cry. Lord, 
save me, or I perish ! and when the piercing cry of a 
lost soul is uttered, the ear of God sends the aid ; the 
Spirit enters, the devil is thrust forth, and the man 
leaping up, exclaims, " Praise the Lord, oh, my soul, I 
was dead, and I live ; yet not I, but the Lord Jesus ; to 
Him I belong, to love and to serve Him. Jesus is my 
Beloved, Hallelujah!*' So spake and felt F., and he 
bowed unto the correcting rod. I could dwell on that 
season, and name some valuable friends who might, 
perchance, not like it ; and I could dwell on many of my 
own short-comings, and therein shew that the virus 
lingered still, proving how deep the debt we owe Him 
who has rescued us,, and without whom we can do nothing. 
Aye, who reads " their naked selves," and quails not from 
the gulph into which they might have fallen ? "Is Thy ser- 
vant a dog?*' Yes! But forGod's grace His children must 
all say, I had been no other ! All must echo the words 
of St. Paul, "By the Grace of God I am what I am.'' 
Blessed debt of love and gratitude. There are who say. 
Gratitude is burdensome ! Not to the regenerate ; not to 
those who love God. It is pleasant to pour forth our 
grateful praise ; it is a legitimate pride that says, "I glory 
in the Lord, He is my God, even my Father ! " Is it irksome 
to view in yourself the workmanship of God? to see 
how fair and comely His heavenly chisel can make 
you ? And this work, oh, how deep the swell of grati- 
tude as you read the depths of sin, and the j^et deeper 
love that raises you to sit in " heavenly places" — that 
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gives the garment of righteousness for the filthy rag^ 
of sin! 

And thus I close my first wedded life, with praises to 
God for F. and myself! And I was a widow! The 
clouds to which I alluded, and the small prospect of any 
renewed health of body, prevented my feeling other than 
intense calm and peace on the occasion. Many painful 
struggles were ended — I was free ! and freedom in my 
circumstances was a comfort. Besides, F. was happy ; 
as a brother in the Lord, he was very precious ! There 
was also the solace and comfort God gives the " Widow," 
for such I was, in one sense. As I have observed, there 
are paradoxes in life — we are "glad, yet sorrowful." 
Mine was essentially an independent character, yet a 
loving heart craved its nature. Such are the laws of 
our being, and we are to be free followers of God's laws. 
The obedience of love is the first command ; yet sin had 
so worked, that St. John was obliged to echo our Lord, 
who had said, a "new commandment." Still, it was 
the one God had, from eternity, given ! He who is Love 
gave io«?e as the keystone of His creation, and Satan 
gave Hate^ its antithesis ! Thus, love is ever the " pole 
on which truth turns," and all that actuates fallen 
man is but its counterfeit. This, well understood, 
unriddles much of our lives, and we see in earthly 
unions the intermixture of truth and falsehood— good 
and bad. So was it with us — the evil had marred that 
which often is very sad indeed ; still, the good that 
had been enjoyed, and was gone, occasioned sorrow. 
" Natural tears could be shed ;" and that sorrow is con- 
soled by Him who suffers with His own. This is the 
*' luxury of woe, " James Montgomery well pourtrays. 

f2 
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The brightness of the past was cherished with thankful- 
ness ; the rest was left with Him who speaks in Isaiah, 
xi. 3, as man speaks never I And I could joy in feeling 
F. was with the " Just made perfect, in that *' Besting- 

Church/' and more attractive there than the F of 

Time. United in prayer and praise, we seemed " one 
in Christ" — ^that best of unions!* Those months of 
widowhood were, consequently, happy months — God 
seemed so wholly mine ; and that epoch — I ever love to 
think on — from October, 1843, to May, 1855 — ^I was very 
much as I love to be. But I will not anticipate. Some 
portion of the winter of '43 I spent in London, and one 
of my delights was the services at Percy Chapel and 
other places of worship, where true gospel sounds were 
given ; but I especially delighted in the former, whose 
then Minister, the Rev. R. Montgomery, I had tne privilege 
of knowing. The person who procured my sitting at the 
chapel told me he much liked a personal acquaintance with 

his auditors ; and on that I called in T Square, and 

was shown into his study. A small and rather plain 
man received me kindly, and in a few minutes we were 
chatting with the familiarity of old friends. He has been 
called conceited, but, I think, erroneously. He seemed 
natural and fcdl of talent ; one, like myself, snatched as 
a " brand from the burning.** He had been in and of 
the world, but he had been " washed," and he thirsted 
after the sublime and beautiful — the true and the holy ! 
I had heard him three years before at St. Gement's, a 
casual sermon ; but leaving the Church with a friend, I 

* And I might quote the words of the Bev. B. Montgomeiy I reca'l 
in a discourse I heard: ** Piety, not poetry, suggested our soul's joining 
¥dth the departed in prayer— Hiey^ the real living.** 
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observed, " Ah, that is the mind I would have married." 
" Well, my dear," she quickly replied, " and if you had, 
you and he would have gone arm-in-ann to Bedlam a 
fortnight afterwards." Some truth in those words ! 
Minds may be too sympathetic. Perhaps this may 
sound like paying myself a compliment; but, without 
that, it may truly be said, intellect is a gift, and one 
who has it must delight in meeting a response. The 
chords that run through the same instruments must, 
when struck, vibrate — 'tis a law of nature ; especially 
after the same Spirit has harmonized beings, the moral 
and intellectual are at one, and melody is produced and 
pleasure must ensue. 

That first visit was shortened, as they dined in the 
country ; but he read me a letter from Sharon Turner, 
shewed me some passages in his poems, and told me to 
come soon to know his " little wife," then at her toilet ; 
"whom I hope you will," added he, gaily, "love more 
than me;" and I did find her a very engaging little 
being. And I will here add a few notes I made on 
Robert Montgomery — a name dear to those who delight 
in intellectual piety, who love to see that harmony 
existing between head and heart which Jehovah intended, 
when He "made man in secret, and curiously wrought 
him in the lowest parts of the earth," both " fearfully 
and wonderfully." Some good people dread intellect, 
fearing philosophy should mar the simplicity of the 
Gospel, and one is not surprised at their jealous fears : 
minds have and do wander from the right use of reason, 
but do not hearts the same P Perhaps more. Though it 
is a sad fact, men may be angelic in intellect, while the 
heart is the den of fiends ! But this is not, t\i<»x:^ Qi^^^ 
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a necessity. No ; and the truest philosopher can be the 
most Christian, diving into his own nature — ^intellectual, 
moral, and spiritual — seizing truths which strengthen 
and give wisdom, for all truth is stable, and from Truth's 
" own self," who frees from sin, enabling man to discover 
wisdom, " who is ever justified by her children," and is 
twin sister of Philosophy, having " the promise of this life 
and that which is to come." (Psalm xxv. 14 ; cviii. 43 ; 
1 Cor. ii. 6, 7, 11, &c.) We respect the scruples of the 
sincere, though we do not share them. Eather, it has 
been the consolation of our life to combine the mental 
and moral faculties, and to enjoy those who have had the 
same pursuits, and who have been our aiders in them. 
And choice were the hours spent in Percy Chapel, lis- 
tening to him whose powers were so great, and who was 
BO devotedly alive to all his God had done for lam. I 
hope, also, that in the personal acquaintance it was my 
privilege to have, I did him more justice than some who 
did not appreciate him, and who often ungenerously 
criticised one far their superior. No one better knew, or 
more truly regretted, any mistakes he made, or more 
desired to correct any defect, and to grow up in every 
grace. He felt he had power : would there have been 
humility in denying the gifts God had given P Bobert 
Montgomery was conscious of what God had blessed him 
with ; the intellectual sphere he never separated from the 
moral ; he excelled in connecting the two ; he had an 
exquisite sense of all that is great in both, and touched 
with a master's hand the chords of a thrilling emotion 
which knits them together, and awakened them in the 
being of those who listened ; and many enjoyed his dis- 
courses who were incapabl& of analyzing dl they felt» 
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possessmg within themselves faculties of which they 
ignored the existence, but which, notwithstanding, echoed 
to the voice of truth. He mounted his pulpit with the 
step of genius, and placing himself with the confidence of 
self-forgetftdness, holding in his left-hand a very tiny 
sheet of paper, would pour forth truths, with which 
"Gted's dear Son'* (his favourite oft-quoted expression) 
was animating his soul, and firing his spirit with love 
tmd wisdom— intense, active, deep. He seemed to grasp 
eternity I I recall him now, though many a year has 
dropped other things into oblivion. There he stands, all 
animation, the spiritualized intellect coming forth in tones 
of profound and refined feeUng. Not a sound breaks the 
silence which pervades that crowded chapel. The dis- 
course ended, the immortal ceased to play, he sank on 
his seat like one exhausted. For a short space the mind 
slept, and he looked but the mortal ; and I have no 
doubt his frame was worn out by the busy thoughts and 
deep meditations, which could not but wear away their 
eartti-dust. (For a sketch of two discourses, see note F.) 
He was thoroughly content to rest himself on God. I 
recall his saying one day — " The "I will" of God should 
satisfy man ; with His sovereignty we have nothing to 
do— it is not to be touched or analyzed.*' In these words, 
one may say, lay hid the secret of his power. He took 
what God said as perfect, and then studied. As Stewart, 
I think, observes — " If we study God's works, not as 
I»roo& of design, but as manifestations of will, then we 
find inexhaustible sources of instruction; and, as our 
knowledge extends, we find our acquaintance with the 
plans of His Providence become more intimate, and our 
conception of His nature more sublime." 
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In the year 1845 a dear firiend was in London^ and I 
received the following letter : — 

" Ever dear , 

" "Well, I have puddled through all sorts of 
dirt to reach Percy Chapel, your pet place — dirty enough, 
inside and out ; and there I sat down on a stool, in the 
middle aisle, and that fat, bustling pew-opener squeezed 
me and pushed me and so forth, I could almost have 
been angry ; but I thought she is very likely one of F/s 
pets, so let her be rude, and I bore it all, and then began 
the service — organ, and children, and chaunting, all went 
on. At last, at the Communion Table, I heard a voice. 
My back was towards it, but it was the voice of a man 
of mind — deep, sonorous, emphatic. Says I to myself, 
'That is F.'s man.' Well, he mounted the pulpit. 
' Now,' thought I, I shall have something from those 
accents of deep love, deep feeUng, persuasive, attractive, 
winning.* The text, too, led on my expectations (1 Cor- 
XV. 22 : ' In Christ shall all be made aUve '). He began 
confidently, ably, intellectually : he said majiy mighty 
things, which proved the great range of his mind, and its 
great comprehension, but I wished for more Love. There 
were great conceptions, condensed beauties, strong, faith- 
ful imagery, analogies perfect for illustration, and much 
really rich, but there were one or two other — ^what shall 
I call them P may I call them, to you, puerilities P Take^ 
for example, *The Bible is the Lord Jesus reduced to 
syllables.' He touched on the Millennium, which was 
above the reach of my comprehension, and was severe on 
Popish tenets," &c. « 

A postscript is added : — " I went again in the evening 
to hear your pet, was again roughly handled by the &t 
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pew-opener, and that sermon was indeed powerfiil ; it 
was the asserting that the body would rise again, be 
again compounded with the soul, and form again a com- 
plete being. He traced it through all its difficulties, and 
they are not a few — ^handled the argument in a most can- 
did, most masterly manner, turning with sarcasm on the 
tyranny of a contradictory philosophy, which he power- 
fully described in these words : — ' Philosophy falsely so 
called ! what is it P The stupidity of man in love with 
itself.' He terminated his sermon most beautifully, most 
eloquently. After having asserted with dignity and 
powOT the reunion of our very same bodies with our very 
same souls, he said, 'Listen, my brethren,' and then, 
with great solemnity, *I beseech you, by the purity of 
the Body of the Man in Heaven, you each and all will 
take care of the purity of the bodies of the men on 
earth, which, assuredly, will one day have to appear in 
heaven.' " 

It was some few years after, this " mighty man " of 
" spiritual valor" was called home, and I had the melan- 
choly satisfaction of a few lines from his widow : — 

♦ ♦ " 1856. 

♦ ♦ " He, I have the certainty of knowing, 

is now inheriting the joy for which he lived, and, I may 
say, longed. His last eighteen months were full of 
active, joyous labor in His Maker's vineyard. For 
sixteen months he had not rested one Sunday, and before 
entering on his winter's laboxirs, I persuaded him to take 
a fortnight's rest at Brighton. He was well and joyous 
as ever, but seemed to take advantage of the quiet for 
constant and dose communion with his God. All 
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Christians love prayer, but he had an enjoyment that 
some have not. There was so Kttle wandering of 
thought, and a spirit of supplication seemed granted 
him, that led to his passing hours of intense enjoyment, 
pouring out his heart in prayer for himself and others. 
Only those in the same house could know how hour after 
hour went by while he was on his knees before the 
mercy seat. 

"No especial preparation was given him beyond the 
season of rest I have named. He had a slight attack of 
the throat, to which he was subject ; and it was only 
because he was advertised to preach Sunday, the 2nd 
December, that a medical man was consulted the Tuesday 
before, who ordered some usual remedies. On Wednesday 
he was a litfle worse, complaining of not having slept 
some of the previous night, and a composing draught 
was given, which only fevered him, and the day fol- 
lowing a cooling one was ordered, which he took Friday 
morning, when he seemed cheerful and well, ate his 
dinner, and played with his little girl about the room till 
she went for her afternoon walk. Some littie time after- 
wards he was on the sofa, complaining of fatigue ; the 
doctor was sent for, who told him to keep quiet, and at 
ten, as usual, he went to bed, from which he never rose. 
Fifty-two hours after, he entered the world of spirits. 
He was told to be quiet ; and he said it was a religious 
duty to obey a medical man's orders. He was therefore 
very quiet ; the few remarks he made showed considera- 
tion for those he loved. During the Sunday, he said he 
was very weak, and could only offer " short prayers " for 
those dear to him, and for his people ; but he lay calm 
and peaceful all day, and at eleven at night the doctor 
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saw him/ and apprehended no danger. After he left^ he 
said very cheerfally, "Now get the house quiet: good 
night: I think I shall sleep." He took his medicine 
about one o'clock^ with a little arrowroot^ only remarking, 
" Will not that be enough P it is a great trouble.'* At 
two he had medicine again, and said, " That is very nice.**' 
He then sank back, and felt quite cold and listless. The 
medical man was summoned. On returning to his bed- 
side, he appeared insensible, but it was thought words 
familiar might reach him, and the Lord's prayer was 
said. He joined slowly, and with difficulty, but repeated 
each sentence. After a short time, he said (to his devoted 
wife,) " GK)d will bless you." A few other words passed 
his lips, too indistinct to be caught, and before half-past 
two he had passed from this world to a better. He never 
moved, but, with his hands clasped in prayer, he softly 
passed away!*' 

Time has been anticipated in these last pages. I 
retrace my steps, and from that London winter proceeded 
to Leamington ; there I enjoyed some dear friends amongst 
the Lord's people, and my health improved; and I 
visited a sister in the north. I hope those months were 
not altogether idle as to the real ends of life, but all too 
much told the want of more probation. The Israelites 
were a " stiff-necked people," and what are we — the new 
Israel P We, like them, loiter too much midst the scenes 
of time. We still hold too tightly the delusions of earth, 
unknown to ourselves; the bright visions of divine 
truth dance before us, and then the bitterest toils seem as 
nothing, and we joy, and think we are weaned from this 
world's hopes and fears. Anon life proceeds, and our 
humanity, with its harrassing feelings, tells how much 
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more we require to perfect the celestial work God is 
carrying on, impeded or aided by our poor selves. And 
so it was — I thought as I had thought, and time taught 
me I had thought amiss. I was not estranged firom idols, 
though ever singing in my soul (for I never could sing 
elsewhere), " The dearest idol I have known, &c. &c.'* 
My bodily powers had become exceedingly weakened, and 
many circumstances contributed to my leaving England 
for a while ; and to revisit Bome took possession of my 
wishes ; and, accordingly, declining other escort or com- 
panion than my maid and courier, I started in the autumn 
of that same year. I would have dispensed with the ser- 
vices of the former, loving an entire independence, but I 
bowed to the "convfoances de soci^t^,*' and Harman took 
her place by Gadola on the " dickey,*' and I set forth. At 
this distance of time, it seems often rather trifling to note 
those days — specks in a speck — ^man's life the " flower 
of grass.*' Why should we dwell on such minute periods? 
But a flower, however tiny, however simple, has its various 
and varied parts, one and each subserving to its whole ; 
perhaps, therefore, I should not entirely overlook that 
link in the chain of an existence that is still lengthening, 
and therefore I add some passages from a diary, I 
headed: 

" Widows' weeds and pilgrim flowers," and b^;an 
thus :— 

Boulogne — yes! a good name for the wanderings of one 
like myself; how soon weeds spring up, and the flowers of 
life decay I How often I have left the English shore — and 
why do I nowP I may ask myself. I could pour forth pages 
of reflections, life so full of pain ! shalll say all I could ? 
No t One word, " Pilgrim," tells at once the grand truth 
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that should rule our hearts and lives, of the broken in 
spirit, and the rejoicing in spirit, that paradox which 
must exist in one and all I " Pilgrim,*' a word rightly 
understood, most fruitftd, summing up life, and shewing 
the Christian's triumph — ^the quitting of the fiivolities of 
earth, the taking up the cross, and fixing the eye on Zion 
as the loveUest spot, towards which the mingled path of 
joy and sorrow leads. I go then forth to conquer life's 
sadnesses, to see the smile of hope, to let the good of the 
past shine over the present, and to feel the confidence of 
assurance in One whose word is given that He will keep 
Bjs own ; onward therefore I go, alone as to earth, but never 
less so, perhaps, than when in that condition ! Alone,* 
however, in one sense, is so fearful a word, that it may be 
termed in that the word of deviLs ! Alone, then, is the 
climax of horror ! Montgomery observes, it is a " terribly 
calm word," when he is speaking of the com of wheat 
abiding alone, and how it must die ere it produce fruit. A 
real alone is therefore a barren melancholy position, 
unblessed, unfruitful, turning into a curse the social laws, 
which ever should seek their proper actings ; and though 
the Christian's alone is never to be so, his God being ever 
with him, yet that solitude should only the more prepare 
him for that society in which his fruit is to be consumed, 
so that '^ alone" I ought not to be ; stiQ there is a *' time 
for all things," and my " time" now is to be " sola I" 

Well, of Boulogne, St. Pol, St. Quentin, of the rattle 
and clatter of French paved roads, &c., nothing need be 
said. Paris was avoided, and Genoa by Les Eousses 
reached. There are touches of sadness in this diary, of 

* See Note G. 
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misgivings as to having acted wisely, of the difference 
with which the wild scenes of nature are regarded, when 
you have a loved companion, or when you are alone. 
Some sighs for a settled life,— some low spirits from physical 
fatigue, — sundry reflections not worth the noting, — and so 
we will on to the Geneva Sunday. The Rev. Mr. Law- 
renson preached on St. Peter desiring to be wholly washed, 
and Christ saying the feet sufficed ; it was a powerful dis- 
course, and awakening for sinners. If peace is made, the 
new song can be sung; but each day, though it was 
finished on Calvary, the feet require the washing — ^the 
daily manna ; there was a true gospel tone through the 
whole, but I somewhat differed as to the daily toiL I 
prefer the more joyous spirit of a Grimshawe and a 
Lucas. The renewed heart must surely love God's ways 
and his goodness each day more and more, and find holi- 
ness less difficult to pursue ; for even the heathen will say 
virtue is its own reward. Surely sin becomes more and 
more loathsome, as " truth" breaks away its chain, and 
gives power to follow the Lord more fully. 

Dome d'Ossola, on a tumble-down chair, — ^table 
being none, — the widow scatters a few seeds on the 
leaves of her book ; truly such they are. On Monday 
Geneva we quitted, my aunt's grave, old Malan's Churchy 
farewell! We clattered off, and my thoughts were 
scanty, the bright lake and the smiling campagnes raised 
some ideas for future biding ; will the future accomplish 
them P But Lake Leman, if some duty opened a door, is a 
sweet spot for an earthly home. At Hotel Gibbon, 
Lausanne, I stopped a day or two, and then up the 
Simplon route, and that valley of the Ehone which in 
former years had furnished Leitch with some of his 



OB, gob's WOKK IK A HUMAN BEING. 79 

castled landscapes. And how often as I looked around, 
the bright days of the past pang-ei my heart, and drew 
a tear i5:om my eye. Yes, the mortal will have its way, 
and then the drag-chains breaking, I, '^ fearing pain 
though not death,*' chose to walk great part of the 
descent, and had Bousseau met me, he could not have 
said he had never met one who echoed his words in living 
alone, for as I gazed on the savage grandeur around, I 
felt — ^yes, so would I live, in such scenes, and bt/ myself! 
Disappointed humanity spoke, such as lived in poor Bous- 
seau many a long and dreary year! Mine was but 
a brief speech, but the human heart was solitary, it was 
empty, void of sympathizing friends. And then, to the 
desolate humanity no spot so congenial as the wild 
£Eustnesses of nature ; the lofty mountains, the bounding, 
dashing, roaring torrent, the dark fir woods, the crags, 
the savage grandeur — all in harmony. And then as I 
was looking and feeling, a rainbow appeared, sweet em* 
blem of all our hopes, and my heart bounded towards the 
promise it ever gives, telling of Him, the Faithful One ! 
who is sitting on the "throne," encircled by the 
" emerald" bow, and I took courage. And may we not 
liken the human mind to some Alpine pass through which 
art carries on a well-formed regular road P When lo ! comes 
the feelings, like the mountain torrent, rushing down and 
making many a breach ; bridges are destroyed, yawning 
gaih disclosed, and perhaps no repairs make it what it 
was. And the Simplon road had been very lately suf- 
fering from a great explosion of sundry natural accidents, 
and bad enough it had been. 

Cadenabbia, a lovely, healthy spot; three weeks I 
enjoyed my walks. I prefer it to Belagio, where I spent 
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a few days in other years, and met one who after a life 
of pleasure, took refuge not long since in a convent at 
Pesth. F. and myself had arrived at B., and the hotel 
was so crowded we could only have a small sleeping 
apartment, which constrained us to have our meals in the 
public room. "We contrived, however, to miss the mass 
who mustered there, but we could not avoid two people 
who breakfasted at our hour ; we had no idea who they 
were till some days after, on the Simplon, Count de la 
Pature enlightened us ; the singular attire of the gentle- 
man, and his lanky hair hanging about, gave the idea of 
a pretension to singularity ; his talk was not deficient in 
talent ; he seemed however conceited, called Lerminier 
his friend, and speaking of his writings, shewed his own 
mind was much in the same disorder, though far from 
slumbering ; and talking of the improvement of mankind, 
he observed : " He did not think one ought to look for 
those advances some expected ; he thought things would 
remain much as they had been, for man's nature wanted 
a radical change before they would be other than they 
were," and here spoke truth. The lady appeared older 
than her companion, very loving, with a dash of depres- 
sion, they sat side by side, exchanging little attentions, 
which more mark a honeymoon than usual life, and she 
generally left the room before he did; which was the 
opportunity he took of speaking with us. An old piano 
was there, and from our room I heard him rattling, con 
amore over it. Little thinking he was Litz, the famous 
pianist, and she the runaway French Countesse 
d'Agout, who had quitted husband and children for this 
sad disgrace of talent — " he would treat her well whilst 
ibe money lasted" it was said — ^the second heroine of a 
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dismal picture of time-life who had so far forgotten her- 
self. Cadenabbia's hotel was far other than the crowded 
Belagio, scarcely a being but myself, an English party 
landing as I came, who procui:ed for me access to the 

Villa Sommariva, by their introduction to Signer . 

Its souvenirs of Canova, Thorwaldsen, &c., pleased several 
hours, audits mistress's history touched me : the countess 
had been six years a widow, and she had truly loved 
her husband, and the servant had little anecdotes to relate 
of her love and her sorrows. 

The Palamede of Canova was one of the lions — an 
arm had been broken in the transport ; the price was 
60,0Q0f., which he refused, though it was repaired under 
his own inspection in 1822, and he promised the countess 
another ; but he died the year following. Canova excelled 
in grace, and Palamede's countenance pleased, still I did 
not particularly admire the statue, but in that room, called 
after it, I could in fancy see Canova sitting at that round 
table, the countess happy, and patroness of the fine arts. 
In that hall also pondered Thorwaldsen over his labours. 
We had known him in Rome in '34. He might well be 
called the lion sculptor, from the huge shock of grey 
hair which fell around his face. Miss M. then rose to 
memory, her love and devotion to arts and artists, and 
the lesson she gave when in advanced life, she felt herself 
forsaken by the many to whom she had been useful, her 
poignant regrets, &c. She was to have wedded Thor- 
waldsen, but Italian jealousy threatened his life, and it 
was set aside ; — all these old remembrances came up; now 
all were gone, and who can say where ? 

The scenery around Cadenabbia is very lovely, and in 
my walks I conversed much with the female peasantry. 
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and I often discovered many a heart in which I believe 
grace was not working in vain, and that learning the 
emptiness of earth, they were looking to Jesus, through 
the sad rubbish of their false church ; and sometimes I 
have been tempted to think, better abide where some 
order exists, than, throwing aside all restraint, quit Rome 
visible, to fall a victim to some other, perhaps unseen 
Babylon, and its Popes, who existed before the tiara shone 
on the chair of St. Peter. " A little knowledge is a dan- 
gerous thing;" and my own maid reads a commentary on 
this. I see iu her the natural workings of a mind, by no 
means a stupid one, but from lack of knowledge often in 
error. The pride of man catches at the idea of being all 
in all, as to judging and feeling ; this latter is taken for 
reason — self love is easily flattered, and sincere minds are 
thus led astray : for sincerity is offcen united to a weak 
judgment, and having felt gospel truths of sin and salva- 
tion, and experiencing the peace of God, they fancy they 
can be teachers and doctors, capable of interpreting Scrip- 
ture ; they fire up when opposed ; and if their own peculiar 
turn or taste is not hit ofi^, forsooth, the .preacher is in 
fault, it is not the gospel, &c. &c. The church is in error, 
the articles are faulty, yet, if questioned for the " reason" 
of this their talk, they can follow out no discussion, and 
shew that "sound understanding" they have not, on any 
single point of doctrine ; and they shelter their wounded 
vanity beneath the plea, the Spirit has not revealed it to 
them : — duties sound legal, reason is no guide, &c., and 
perhaps they turn and tell you, you are still ignorant 
and they are in advance! I am sure the need for order 
is strongly shewn, when you hejir the ignorant discussing 
their superiors. And dissenting bodies know something 



OR, god's work in a human being. 83 

of the infirmities of man, when they change, as they 
do, their preachers ; they know it is easier to lead the 
herd by excitement and " itching ears," rather than by the 
" narrow way*' of a really practical life of self denial. They 
flatter the feelings and overlook the calm plodding life of 
duty. These and similar reflections, convinced me of 
the danger of liberty for the masses, till they are pre- 
pared for a sound government, and a sound ecclesiastical 
form of worship. And if I were not forestalling, I could 
say, how truly these reflections have been verified by the 
last years — ^they seem almost prophecies ! I have cur- 
tailed them from my original diary — the events have 
justified them. 



"We often look back in life and say, " Oh, how happy I 
was I " But when we look at old journals, if they are faith- 
fully penned, we find there were the appointed trials, and 
that never can we have perfection. At times, doubtless, 
we have halts and rests, but life must be a probation. 
Now read the following, I who so often have maintained 
a contrary opinion! — Yes ! marriage must be a legitimate 
blessing, for without that union on earth, where can be 
the fond companion ? for it is that we crave in our earth 
life. And as I look on the charms around me, I feel, " Oh 
for a Mend to share them with me,*' " poor is the friendless 
master of the world," — " a world in purchase of a Mend 
is gain" ; and as I sit at Cadenabbia's window, and track 
on the far mountain the path over the Belagio promon- 
tory, I can see him walking, talking, picking flowers, 
admiring all — alas ! the natural heart is desolate ! 

g2 
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Milan. The town depresses after the country, as I have 
elsewhere described, and I sighed as I closed the door of 
my room in the splendid hotel of La G — B — . My 
trajet to Como on the steamer had been annoyed by the 
volubility of a young Italian, who most vociferously 
denounced London and its doleful Sundays, &c. In the 
evening my courier tried to excuse his countryman : — 
the " vero sangue Italiano " was so valuable, much to be 
prized before the " complimenti " of " dieci Francesci o 
cinquanta Tedeschi, vivace — ma buono e sincere." 

I looked through the galleries, but my mind was too 
much with the unseen pictures of eternal truths, to enjoy 
the works of men ; there seems to me such heaps of trash 
in all collections ; how few pictures come up to the " truth 
and beauty pictured in the mind;" so few speak to that or 
the heart — may be they might be criticised as the " Harp 

of God," opens up that of man ! 

* * « * * « 

I have some misgivings as to Rome — streets and the 
hum of man ! ! Country soothes, the last flickerings of 
pleasant hours seem to have remained at quiet Cadenabbia; 
but the " Pilgrim " must plod on ; few perhaps will be his 
" flowers," and the " widow," is she to seek them P No, 
" weeds " are her portion, and not a bad one either, for 
even amongst them God's care and purposes are to be 
found, — so I proceed. " La Speranza e Tultima che si 
perde." 

PiACENZA. Guercino's spirit would* have frowned on 
me, could it have seen mysmall admiration of his frescoes I 
The coup d'oeil displeased, and I gave no time to the 
details; then, to shield my want of discrimination, I 
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bethought me to account for my apathy towards reputed 
beauties, by saying, that a pious mind on entering a 
churoh thirsts for devotional sentiments, and for all that 
harmonises with them — ^the lofty dome, the massive 
columns, the subdued light, these are sympathetic ; but 
gay-colored paintings ofifend; and I am decidedly of 
opinion, the house of God should be devoid of pictures 
and statuary, of all that calls the attention from the 
abstraction, which it ought to be the attempt of that house 
to encourage, " communion with God," is the particular 
idea connected with temples of worship. Consequently, 
it is sinfiil, it is a placing of man before God, to make 
of such, galleries for the Fine Arts ! Faith is not an 
miemy to the right cultivation of talent, but God's house 
of prayer should only have in view the simple adoration 
of the real and the spiritual, in flie mysteries of Redeeming 
liOve ! Seeing in this cathedral a dame whispering her 
confessions in the confessional, led Gadola to name, that 
once in a church at Rome, he was requested to interpret 
for an Irish girl, who could not make the bystanders 
understand her tale, which was, that coming to confess, 
the padre had desired her to take ofiF her bonnet, which 
he would hold for her. After her confession, he quitted 
his pQst, taking the bonnet with him under his gown, 
telling her she must follow him to his house for it ; the 
girl in her confusion forgot to ask the address. Gadola's 
advice, therefore, she was obliged to follow, to leave it to 
its fate, ^' per me," winding up his story, " la mia moglie 

Bon andrebbe mai a confessarsi." 

♦ ♦«««♦ 

Montaigne and Epictetus. Thelatter excels the former. 
read him, and then say, if humanity is destitute of gran- 
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deur ! and find w,e no echo within P then study daily Kfe, 
and one sometimes says, " Montaigne, you are true ! but 
you shall not be so ! " No ! your littenesses shall be thrown 
far ofi^, and we Christians will rise to higher flights than 
even Epictetus dreamt of, for the spirit shall be " fall of 
goodness," so that, " living or dying," we shall be with 
Him, from whom came all that Epictetus knew; and 
Montaigne might have known, had he " risen '* from the 
low estate of sin, till he climbed higher and higher to 
enter on the Immortality which perfects. 

* • ♦ * ♦ * * 

Eome! For the third time I am here! The Past! 
why do we ever think of a Past P *' Forgetting things 
behind:" there is deep philosophy in those words! I 
know of little use in any Past of Earth, for who lets the 
experience of another serve him ? And even that we gain 
for ourselves, is it all it should beP Howsoever true, 
philosophy reigns not ever, and sadness comes sometimes, 
a wholesome sadness we ought to make it, and the stem 
desolation of Rome in her ruins, harmonizes with some of 
those moods, earth will have. 

I have been in search of a lodging, and it seems but 
yesterday I was so occupied ; then I was not alone ! and 
much is still the same, the Babuino shops ! the very grape 
women in Via Prefetti I the very Pincian beggar and his 
donkey ! and I felt — yes ! I really did feel my philosophy 
staggering, and I almost wished myself — where ? And I 
began to hate old Rome in very sober earnest, and to 
think her one mass of rottenness and misery, physically 
and morally, and I recalled England! her homes, her 
y and all the many advantages the " Isle of Fogs '* 
! and then, yesternight, the awfril storm ! What 
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crackling thunder^ what vivid lightning ; the impending 
jndgments seemed on the verge of descending, and the 
*' mill-stone ahont to be cast into the sea," and the duties 
of visitors seemed to be shewn in strong language — an 
appeal to those who felt they were in the *' ark " and 
secure, to call loudly to the poor blind beings in that fated 
Babylon, to save themselves ere too late ! 



They say, Rome is empty ; it looks less inviting to my- 
self, and Imagination must certainly have been much at 
work, to have made it, what I once found it. All seems 
complete worldliness, and the countenance of the host of 
clergy ever perambulating the streets, present any but 
pleasing pictures ; some seem teeming with the contents 
of the flesh-pots; others, bending beneath perturbed 
thoughts, seeking as it were peace and finding none ; 
b^gars also of squalid hue, filth of every description, 
strewn up and down the streets; Cholera fears gone, 

gabbato cleanliness ! 

♦ ♦**** 

No wonder the Papal States swarm with monks and 
nuns ; the life is by no means a disagreeable one — the 
self-imposed penances are not more irksome than those the 
world imposes ; they are saved the bother of following 
the feshions — they may have books, and society amongst 
themselves, and the order maintained must give zest to 
the hours left to their own disposal ; and I am sure those 
who scan them dose will rest satisfied that convents are 
no more mortifiers of flesh and blood than the usual lot 
of man 1 If they were, they would not be stocked as they 
are by fallen Adamites ! 



*f 
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I am at last lodged in the Piazza di Spagna^ and I do 
not exaggerate when I say, by day or night quiet is neverl 
and I do think noises will be one of the torments 
of the condemned ! — Are Roman noises significant P 
Through the twenty-four hours, some racket, some jingle, 
some screech, animal or human, some hubbub, the rattle 
of light wheels or the rumble of heavy ones, the clack of 
tongues, the grinding of marionette organs, — in short my 
head feels the efiect of commingling circumstances — 
pazienza ! 



Shrowded by my widow's veil I took my seat at church in 
a retired part, and after many months of isolation, the sight 
of a fashionable congregation displeases ! I wondered at the 
fiirbelowed and colorified dames and damsels, who pushed 
on to front seats ; such an exhibition of bad taste in those 
whose determined walk seemed confident of the contrary! 
I looked over all, not a face I cared to repose on, save 
one, whose likeness to C. H. interested me, but she 

nodded through the sermon. Though Mr. H n is not a 

Robert Montgomery, his discourse might keep the atten- 
tion alive ! 



I often reflect on the " vain shew " in which man lives 
and breathes. Now Rome, — it blinds as to the truths of 
our existence, for, consider seriously, what a sign of 
blindness is our enjo]ring Rome I Ought any satisfeiction 
to be felt in a city that has ever been hostile to God and 
Truth, as Pagan or Papal Rome ; what right has she to 
love P our admiration P If she tells of the powers and 
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talents and tastes of man, should they not make all the 
darker the state of immorality and sin in which man was 
and is P Man without God, full of pride, ambition, vain* 
glory and self-grandisement, such was Rome Pagan — and 
is Eome Papal a whit less corrupt P And the being who 
delights not in the works of man, as displayed in Roman 
antiquities, is set down as devoid of taste and feeling ! but, 
I trust, some Zion-bound pilgrim weeps, as Noe did over 
the then race of God-forgetters. Wordsworth, the '* pil- 
grim,*' cannot follow your words : " I track no scorn in 
the Roman whose wrong career obliges to take the garret of 
the palace where his sire ruled omnipotent ;" — and in what 
some have said on liberty — where was it ? Aching hearts 
and crazy bodies marked the steps of man. Italy from 
first to last has been the theatre of ambition, pride and 
vanity. " Mother of arts as once of arms.'* What did 
they, what do they for man P EmoUit mens mores, says 
the heathen, but is it so P Look at the Augustan age, and 
reply. These words may raise a sneer or a frown, but 
something whispers, they are true ; and our efifort should 
be to snatch from destruction the victims hovering round 
the false brightness that Satan has kindled to destroy 
them, and amongst the spell-boimd, was one well known 

for years to most who came thither. General R , 

one might almost give a name which has left no tie to 
mourn it, and which other pens have given to the pubUc. 
In 1838 we first knew the kindhearted old man ; an ever- 
constant attendant at prayer meetings and expositions, 
the tear was often in the eye when man's sinfulness was 
dwelt on, and the purse was ever ready for the sick and 
indigent. We parted that season, and when the " Pilgrim 
Widow " revisited Rome, the old General was soon founds 
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and the kind octogenarian was still fresh in mind, ever 
courteous, ever hospitable as to entertaining his ac- 
quaintance. The lover of the arts, the patron of the 
artist was this " father of the English Church" as he was 
called, having really been of great use towards its 
establishment, from his intimacy with Cardinal Gonsalvo. 
But alas ! this dear old man had singed his wings, had 
been blinded by the pursuits, the blandishments of the arts 
and antiquarian adventures; his room was filled with 
rarities, and crowded by artists and literati. At the hour 
of ten I generally visited him, to speak of holier things, 
to warn of earth's vanities. " Why, dear General, will 

you go to Lady C y'sP" " I go to introduce some 

young person who has had letters for me?" — "A bad 
reason." " Yes, I am aware of it." " Why are you at 
those large dinner parties P" " Ah, you are quite right,*' 
shaking his head — " but I am alone, what can I do P but 
I will change." No •change came, the season passed 
away, we again shook hands; and from Geneva, th© 
following September, I received the letter of which I copy 
some parts as a warning voice ; knowing my poor old friend 
would rejoice, could he, " being dead," yet give some 
lesson, that might instruct or turn one single person to 
consider their ways ; he would advise, not shrink from, 
disclosing his end. 

« Dear Mrs. P. Geneva, Sept. 4th, 1845. 

** We can indeed tell yon something of the last 

hours of our dear old friend G^n. R y, as he came to 

me every evening, as long as he was able to go out, and 
afterwards William visited him constantly. 
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" The first time I saw him, he told me he knew he was 
dying, that the old house was crumbling to pieces at last. 
I said, * Perhaps so,' and began the beauteous text, " We 
know if the earthly house of this tabemade were dissolved, 
&c.,'' he took the word from me and finished with great 
feeling, adding * that's it, that's our comfort.' Day by 
day, as the presence of death appeared more to overshadow 
him, the sense of his own exceeding sinfulness appeared 
to weigh him down terribly; he reproached himself 
particularly for not having separated from the world, for 
having tried to serve two masters. ' I knew my Lord's 
will, and did it not,' he would say. 

" The day he partook of the Communion with us, he 
appeared comforted, but soon fell again into the same low 
state. He did not so much seem to doubt the safety of 
his soul as to be devoured with the idea that he had 
denied the Lord in his life ; loved and sought earthly 
society, and spent his money and time in worldly objects, 
and, • now,' he would say, * I have no peace, no peace.' 
Poor old man, those words of his are ringing in my ears 
still, and I can still see the melancholy look he had on. 
He continued in this state of mind till the last, and never 
could realize peace in believing, though he looked to the 
Lord Jesus, and Him only ; he laid himself at the foot 
of the cross in utter self-abasement, cr3ring, ' Lord, be 
merciful to me a miserable sinner,' and may we not trust 
the prayer was heard P 

** This you may believe has been a great lesson to us, to 
ask ourselves anxiously if we are ready to open to Him 
immediately when He knocks ; if we are so accustomed 
to him in His presence here, that it will be no shock to 
us to enter into it hereafter ; for it is worse than TiQTiSfcTiSfc 
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to think we shall enjoy his presence above, if we do not 
habitually dwell in it now in this present hour. Dear 
friend, let us covet the more excellent gifts, that Jesus 
may dwell with us and we with Him now^ having the 
sober certainty of the presence of Christ, approving or 
disapproving each action of our lives, each thought of 
our hearts, each turn of our temper. Ah, dear friend, this 
presence of His is a very solemn thing — may we both 
live in it. * * * * * 

K. L N," 

" P.S. Robert Montgomery preached for William last 
Sunday, we thought his sermon like his poetry, rather 
Johnsonian, with some striking thoughts." 

I retrace my steps, and am finding that poor dear old 
man alive in Via Gregoriana. " Why will you seclude 
yourself as you do P" said he, more than once. " For 
many reasons, dear sir, it is not that I am naturally un- 
sociable, no ! rather I know that our weak natures require 
aid from their fellows ; to say truth, I am happy with the 
* excellent of earth.' I can repose, but "v^hen with others 
I feel no repose, no S}rmpathy, and I tremble if I feel 
anjrthing like pleasure even ! There is danger. I feel 
myself a traitor io God, if I tell them not of their 
worldliness, and yet how difficult it is to do this." 
" True — however it is very bad for you to Kve as you do ; 
at all events, I will take you each Sunday evening to 

Lady C y's, where, as the countess cannot go to 

church, Hobart Sejrmour expounds, and she has told me 
to bring any one I like." I felt rather scrupulous aa to 
aooepting the invitation, though feeling it would be a 
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great privilege, but when the General called the following 
Sunday, I was ready to accompany him. We were met 
in the outer room by a lady who was crossing it, and the 
General introduced me, and a kind, gracious smile reassured 
me; and my new friend leading me into the di-awing- 

room, presented me to her sister, Lady C , who 

placed me by her side on the sofa, while the General took 
his wonted arm-chair by the fire at the end of the same. 

I had been so long out of all society, that a room filled 
with strangers seemed very formidable, and I scarcely 
looked round, but gave myself to talk on my much 
loved theme of souls, with the kind Countess, who 
observed, "she had rarely met one, save the clergy, 
who seemed so intent on spiritual topics ; *" but I had 
no merit, they were the joy of my heart, and I loved to 
speak of my God. 

The Eev. H. Seymour took his post at the table, and 
spoke as he generally did, well; and then we prayed. 
On rising from my knees, the first sounds that broke the 
silence close by me, was a conversation between my old 
friend and a middle-aged stoutish gentleman, who had 
stepped to his side and stood with his back to the fire, 
and harshly did the words sound that I caught — "the Three 
per cent Consols." So immediately had earth reoccupied 
some minds. I never shall forget the sort of sadness it 
gave me. Tea was handed round, and we retired, kindly 
pressed to come again ; and the next Sunday I was there, 

and after the exposition Lady most kindly came 

up to me, and said— "Now you are coming regularly to 
be one of us, I must tell you who we all are : and she 
went the round of the party, principally consisting of 
their relatives, till she arrived at n^y " 3 per cent, consols " 
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hero, and that is John P , our nephew, whose wife 

died some six months ago." My romantic self exclaimed 
" Oh, poor man !" " My dear, spare your sympathy, his 
heart is not broken." Now, my readers, whoever you 
are, you will see why I have been thus prosy in the 
account of these two Sunday evenings, for not long after, 

this said nephew, John P , became my affianc^, and 

in the May following we married. 

The courtesies I met with, and the pleasant intercourse 

at Lady C 's with good people, brightened my latter 

Roman days ; beyond her circle I knew but few. My 
diary speaks of drooping hours, of regrets sometimes at 
having left England, and the disappointment experienced 
in the end of one, much loved in former days, who came 
to close her eyes in Rome, but who departed, not 
rejoicingly ! Ah, how we should reflect, when we see that 
seductions of earth blind high minds, and warm hearts, 
who once seemed to know God, but who, " au moment 
supreme," shrink from the " launch into eternity," as my 
poor friend termed " going home " ! 

She lived to be interested in my engagement, though 
was never well enough to see the being, and she did not 
feel certain I was acting wisely ; she had a clear judg- 
ment of character, and she knew that step-children had 
marred my first union, and therefore marvelled much, I 
again encountered them! and she was, humanly speaking, 
correct. And, truly, I ever find it difficult to account by 
any human reasoning for an act, that shrouded once more 
my earthly course in fogs and mists ! 

The title of my little volume claims unbounded sincerity ! 
it may seem a bold step to throw life open, while life lasts, 
yet, why not ? Perhaps, if greater fidelity was abroad, men 
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might the better bear with htunan life, better study God's 
dealings, and get more away from the narrow circle of 
self. There must doubtless ever exist some delicacy in 
touching the field of private life, especially while many 
still tread its round. My friend, who knew me well, 
knew not how to account for this my engagement with a 
^^ father; " and in the family at Via Sistina (where Lady 
C's residence was), they one evening, on my speaking of 
former days, wondered also ! ! I told them my mind ; the 
same mind, in short, that in its pride of self-ignorance 
had entered on the first marriage ! I thought what God 
had done for me, had so crushed the earth-spirit, that I 
could go on unscathed, untouched, by ties which had no 
echo in my natural feelings ; a good man told me I could 
make him happy ; and so I, in one sense, sinned against 
himself and myself, from ignorance, not wilfulness ! I had 
no, other motive, my character was too independent, and 
my position good enough, to raise me above low motives. 
" I never accepted a man's person," or cared for " fiat- 
tering titles," for I had learnt " my Maker would soon 
take me away"; yet, with all my teaching, I had to 
learn more, and so had my husband. Had wisdom ruled, 
he might equally have avoided the disappointment which 
any common sense would have foreseen, but there is a 
mystery one cannot solve, in the way marriages are, 
generally, formed. They are most important points in 
the career of earth, yet are seldom entered on with the 
foresight they demand ; and whenever a perfectly happy 
union takes place, it is usually for a brief season that it 
exists. I had encountered two step-children in my first 
marriage, and this time they were doubled ; three, how- 
ever, were of an age that placed them far beyond my 
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influence ; and for tlie three years tlie youngest was under 
our roof, grace enabled me to be kind. " Mamma is kind 
to me, but mamma does not love me," were his words at 
six years old. True, indeed ! love we cannot force. Had I 
better concealed from all my real feelings, I might have 
won approbation, but I was unwise, and my undisciplined 
heart rebelled ; my husband, some four years after our 
marriage, was forced to the avowal, " It is not possible for 
you to be a good step-mother"; and in the dust I ought 
to avow my short-conungs, and the goodness of Gk)d. 
When He pardons, He stiU takes vengeance, and to me 
nothing seems more clear than the justice of His moral 
government. I had too little valued the family tie ; there 
might have been some little excuse for this, but when I 
grew older, I might and ought to have esteemed it more^ 
and I was to learn God's laws are to be cherished, by the 
pain, the lack of this affection, blood-ties give ! And how 
irksome are duties where affection is not! And there 
may be a deeper lesson stiU to be taught by this step-tie. 
In the pain it gives, some shadow may be traced of how 
the heavenly Father may feel towards those who are not 
His children, and thus urge all to become His real ones, 
bom of His Spirit. All by nature are step-children. The 
human spirit came from God, but, united to the satanic 
principle, it is hateful to a jealous God, who cannot abide 
it, till it is bom afresh, and made wholly His own ! And 
the only way in which a himian step-child can become 
dear to a Christian step-mother, is by its becoming the 
child of God ! God, as I said, punishes, and in mercy, 
for that chastening serves also to detach His children 
more and more from earth. Alas ! too easily do we love 
our " exile " if the flowers blossom, it is a melancholy 
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truth, and we fancy it cannot be ; but it is so. When we 
ere earth-happy, we can rest on earth. Our God therefore 
so tempers His dealings, that the very correction justifies 
Him in every attitude, as Judge, Father, Kedeemer. Oh, 
what love we should ever have for Him, who " doeth all 
things well.'* And I have no doubt the husband has 
learned the same lesson, and blesses his God also for the 
disappointments he encountered. We may be, one and 
all, too apt to pronounce too favorably on our own cause, 
and to touch too tenderly our own sores ; but I believe 
in every event we like not, we shall, on " searching," 
discover we have met with the " needs be,'* that our own 
ways have but met with their own deserts, and that we 
have had to be " taught," and to be " spiritualized," and 
that God has no " favoritism ; " " aU have strayed," all 
forgotten too much that they are to live for God's glory, 
and each can thank Him that they are as blessed, as His 
children ever are blessed ! 

After this exordium to my second marriage, I wiU pass 
on, I remained some weeks in llome, as my intended 
journeyed to London previous to our union, I penned 
some few remarks on the decay of the arts : one< I will 
repeat here. Is it not to read a lesson to man, that beyond 
a certain point he cannot go ? This stamps vanity on his 
pursuits, while they are those that time bounds. Is there 
not, therefore, some folly in giving himself up to them ? 
And is there not too great a love in our days for mere 
time " ornamentation," and pursuit ? And in that lately 
published memoir of " Palissy," is not " Pottery " more 
prominent than Christianity ? And ought the labour of 
genius to be admired at the expense of the highest 
principles ? A man working for the enemies of his God and 
his faith P should such be ? h. 
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The years till 1848 passed as most years pass with 
God's children, in the lights and the shades of the soul's 
progress, for onwards it goes ; its very slides backward, 
but impel it on the faster to regain lost ground. Two 
Roman winters were passed, and then, to oblige the friend 
who wished to go there, A. P. undertook the surveillance 
of a bank at Florence ; he soon relinquished it altogether, 
finding it too engrossing, as he wished to devote himself 
entirely to missionary work, which began to assume an 
interesting character in Italy. Much -^ork had been 
silently doing, various pious individuals had for years 
past been spreading gospel rays, and it was in 1838 a 
clergyman who had spent a summer in Tuscany, told me, 
only a Luther was wanting ; the &el was ready, a spark 
would soon produce much flame ! And in that same year, 
I had first heard of Count Guicciardini, as of one who 
had found the ' pearl of great price,' and was striving to 
open the way for its being found by others ; schools were 
then benefitting by his zeal. 

When we spent our first winter in Florence, in Piazza 
del Carmine, we found some young Swiss and English 
engaged, working with the Count, and our personal 
acquaintance began that season, and very great friends 
we became. A regular attendant of our weekly meetings, 
he seemed most pious; the humble, soul-loving man. 
Liberty existing in some measure, various books were 
printed, and we hoped good times were coming. As usual 
we went to Lucca Baths for our summer, and we were 
busy. A little school was started at the village of Fomali ; 
but in some things we were unwise, — ^there was too much 
controversy; the Virgin was too much attacked; and 
consequently the self-love of the Romanists was inju- 
diciously wounded ; — a common error, but in the especial 
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circumstances of those times, particularly injurious, when 
liberty was far from being consolidated, and tiie masses still, 
so uneducated. In the autumn we removed to Florence. 
It had won on me, and I was content it should be our 
winter home — we engaged and furnished an apartment. 
The zealous Mends of the past season were still busy, 
and editions of the Testament were not only printed at 
Florence, but at Bomt itself This winter four Vaudois 
ministers arrived to acquire the language ; they were 
choice spirits and we often met, and loved them. The 
previous winter we had known the Abb6 Lambruschini, 
one partially enlightened, and one who might have done 
more as it seemed to us, but the papal chains weighed on 
him too heavily. As is my wont, I wrote to him on 
religious subjects, and his first reply shews a little how 
such minds are aflfected, and therefore I transcribe a few 
sentences: we corresponded in French. " Certes on pent 
bien entendre la v6rit6 de la bouche d*une femme * * * 
la v^ril^ est la yinU partout ♦ ♦ * * 
ainsi ce n'est pas par d^faut d'autorit^ et de force 
que vos exhortations ne m'ont pas convaincu de la 
n^cessit^ de quitter mon Eglise, mais c'est que je crois 
qu'on pent bien etre uni & Jesus Christ, et suivre sa 
Parole en restant Catholique ; quoique j'avoue que notre 
Eglise, a besoin de grandes reformes, et c'est justement ce 
£L quoi nous travaillons, moi et d'autres ecclesiastiques qui 
pensent comme moi, les tems sent favorables et si Dieu 
vient a Taide de notre faiblesse nous esp^rons de concourir 
au r^tablissement du regno de Dieu sur notre terre * * 
* * * * * ♦•* * *je suis charm^ de 
penser que nous sommes unis en Jesus Christ comme 
ses fr^res, c*est pourquoi je me recommande d vos prieres^ 
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et je me rappelerai de vous dans les miennes, quoiqne 
elles sont celles d'un pauvre p^cheur. 

San Cerbine pr^s de Figline — ^Val d*Amo. 

14 Fev., 1848. 

There is much liberality in this, for a priest of Rome. 

And it was among his pupils that some learnt to lore and 

profit by the Bible * * * Again in the October of 

1848 he writes, after apologising, m&c. ***** 

" Le desir de travailler k la reformation des abus qui ont 
corrompu le catholicisme a ^t^ le voeu le plus ardent de 
ma vie. Le besoin en est tonjours plus pressant, car 
je ne vois d'autre remede d tant de manx qui nous 
tourmentent, qui tourmentent tout TEurope, que le 
r^tablissement de la religion de J. C. Je Tai dil tont 
demi^rement dans " la Patria "— "il faut que nous tons 
rois, peuples, clerg^, nous devenions tons Chretiens ! * ♦ 
He trusts to see this work, though at that time a thousand 
trifling works impede it — alludes to one of those "tragi- 
comedies **' of which Florence was often the scene. One 
of the " Essais des etemels ennemis du bien public," but 
unavailing, from the " esprit excellent du people." 

After these letters, a third, in March of '49, shews how 
little of moral courage, (or, can it be, of true-light?) 
reigned. It is a long, long letter ; the tenor of it is, that, 
although allowing nothing but the "vivification de 
Tesprit chr^tien " can give peace and happiness to man- 
kind ; yet, that " la haine et le m^pris dont on a cherch^ 
d couvrir le Pape," retards the work, and "revolte toute 
les ames honnetes " — and prevents enlightened catholics 
to raise their voice against "les abus de la maison, 
pendant que le pere de la famille est persecute et baffou6 " 
— he adds, it is their then duty to sustain him, and to. 
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console him, and to keep their prayers and their counsels 
for hotter times, when their filial voice " ne pourra etre 
oonfondue avec les oris des ingrats — quietly to remove 
error, and to purify Catholicism '' — and this, some say, is 
the now idea of Gavazzi, hut can it be done ? I replied, 
and the following note was received. 

Madame, Figline, 22 Mars., 1849. 

J'aime 4 r^pliquer un seul mot ^ votre lettre du 
16 que j'ai re9U hier. 

Si Je ne suis pas J. 0. avec vous (Luc. ix. 49) je le suis 
cependant : nous ne sommes pas Fun contre r autre y et 
nous pouvons hien non seulement nous rencontres comme 
je Tesp^re, dans le royaume du Fils de DIeu, mais aussi 
wms rapprocher dans ce monde. Croyez moi je desire 
autant que vous, que Kome redevienne ce qu'elle doit 
etre, et que la Parole de Dieu soit r^pandue — mais quant 
aux moyens je m'en tiens k ceux que me dictent ma 
raison et ma conscience, j'espere que Dieu b^nira mes 
travaux ; et je le prie de tout mon coeur qu*il b^nisse 
aussi les votres. Adieu. Mes complimens affectueux k 
M. P. Votre tres ob^issant serviteur et ami, 

Raph. Lambruschini. 
. The same year in July we had his last letter on the 
opposition to A. P*s. school at Fornali, by the cur6. We 
had asked his advice as to the legality of our proceed- 
ings, and to giving the Martini edition of the Bible. 
He said, we were perfectly in legal order then ; that the 
Martini could not be introduced, and that the bishops 
considered giving New Testaments as the "manoeuvre 
de secte," and a temptation to proselyte. Good Catholics 
regretted this ; but propagandism was to be feared, &c. 
The letter ends most kindly ! And thus terminated my 
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personal acquaintance with this timid, good man. But 
from Genoa in '51, I was so much struck with an 
epitaph on one of his cherished pupils, by his own pen, 
where he speaks of Italy having lost so much, &c., that 
I feigned a letter as from this lost Cristoforo, to urge 
him on to noble deeds, quoting his own words also ! 
Poor Lambruschini I He is one proof of the need of 
adding " moral courage to faith." 

To return: as I was remarking, we had fixed that 
winter abode in Piccola Casa Standish ; the weeks went 
on, and the spring arrived, and our rooms too small and 
cold, we engaged an apartment in Via della Scala — our 
furniture was removed thither, and even our every 
article on that last morning I had seen leave the house ; 
as the next hour the carriage was to be at the door to 
take us to the Baths of Lucca, when a hasty line from 

A. P said — " We cannot go to-day, the police are 

coming to search the house; they are now making a 
perquisition in the Via della Scala; keep quiet, don't 
be alarmed, I am off to Sir George Hamilton." 

Annoyed one felt, and I borrowed a chair, and sat 
me down ; dismantled rooms soon were looked over, and 
after some time my husband came in. Sir George said, 
" he would do what he could ;" nothing was to be done 
by our staying in Florence — the edition of the Testa- 
ment had been seized from the other house. Too late 
to start that day, we woidd proceed to an hotel, and go 
the next. We did so, and all that summer nothing much 
was done, save corresponding. We were to be tried for 
this Bible printing; there was some botherations with 
the Lucca authorities; but all seemed quiet enough. 
The time was agreeable ; my pleasantest summer at the 
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Bagni, alone chez moi with my husband, to me the 
most perfect joy I know here below. "Domestic life 
in rural leisure passed," the month of October arrived, 
and we were particularly pleased one day, and had just 
finished our dinner, when a loud ring at the bell in- 
troduced an official — the paper was handed to A. P.—" in 
three days we were to quit the Lucca territory." Sir 

G. H was immediately written to, but no redress, 

beyond an additional day or so! One could scarcely 
realize the fact, and so persuaded were we, that all would 
be set to rights, we left our books and papers as usual 
without packing them up, and took possession of our 
new rooms in Florence. Our ever valued and ever 
dierished friend, the Bev. R. Maxwell Hanna, was then 
very active, and he opened an English meeting in our 
house, at the which assisted Eosa and Francesco Madiai, 
then most humbly seating themselves apart in the back 
ground, and seeming most grateful for any small atten- 
tion paid them I We had also Count Guicciardini, and 
other Italians, who were sighing for liberty of worship — 
politics were never discussed. The Bible trial then came 

on- Sir G. H had done little or nothing, and the 

tdal ended in nothing as regards our position, but God 
made it useful for spreading further His own word ! We 
were living on comfortably, till one day, as I was in my 

little studio, waiting for A. P to pay visits with me, 

wondering his wonted punctuality kept not to its time, 
he entered, and "we are to be sent away," was his 
greeting. I confess my first feeling was intense regret 
instead of joy, that God was thus going to honour us ; 
but I was so happy, had my pursuits, my few liked, and 
some fewer loved, friends, that, to quit all, seemed sad ! 
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It is needless to particularize the comings and goings ta 
Sir G. H., and other high officials, the petty imper- 
tinences of sub-ones — all ended in our being forced to 
quit under a ten days' notice! And to England we 
went. There, again, it is useless to recount the un- 
availing attempts to get what seemed to us justice to a 
British subject, one of family, and holding a post in the 
service of his country ; no consideration seemed to carry 
weight, yet England, calling herself a Christian country, 
permitted one of her sons to be maltreated for giving the 
Bible !* and the instance was not, k not, a solitary one! 

All solicitations being in vain, we thought we would 
make one attempt to return to Florence to settle our 
house, and our passport being properly signed, we 
arrived at Pisa; but further we could not proceed, and 
consequently retired to Genoa. That next summer of 
1861 we spent at Lausanne, and returned to Genoa for 
the winter. In the meantime. Count Guicciardini, Betti, 
one of the waiters of the Leone Bianco, Magrini, a 
writing master, &c., with some others, had been exiled. 
We met them at Turin, and Magrini and Betti were at 
Genoa in tjie winter of '50 and '51, and A. P. opening 
in his house "an upper room," it was the first begin- 
ning of Evangelical teaching at G^ioa. Guicciardini: 
once thanked my husband for the blessing he had been 
at Florence, dating the ice-breaking of error firom that 
Bible trial! And later at Genoa, Mazzarella embraced 
him as the father of the gospel there ! 

In the spring of '52 we had a safe conduct to return 

* Bemarked on thus bj Professor Gkunier in the Memoir of his son : 
" — deFAm. P. qui s*est fait chasser de Florence ponr avoir Tonlufaire 
lire la Bible anx Chretiens ** — ^the Professor being & Bomaa Catkoliol I 
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to Morence for one month to arrange our house, and on 
finishing with it, we went to do the same at Lucca 
Baths ; but extending our stay a little, the gens d'armes 
politely called on us, and handed us sans ceremonie over 
the frontier I On our way we halted at La Spezia, where 
some tract distribution brought on us, and the Italian, 
Mazzinghi, who met us there, the wrath of the priests, 
and we were advised to quit at once. We did, and 
after a fortnight at Genoa, asked our passport for 
Switzerland ; on its being refused, A. P. applied to the 

Consul, who telegraphed to Sir James H at Turin, 

and the passport came. A. P/s words had been — " Give me 
my passport, or put me in prison, and letme know my crime." 

From Switzerland he corresponded with Sir J. H y 

and said, he would follow his counsel. It was given — 
to remain out of Italy, and keep quiet. We did so. 
We heard Mazzinghi was imprisoned, and the trial wa» 
to take place. The summer passed over; we were at 
Interlaken, that spot so lovely, that time spent there 
seems a resting place in the history of life ; yet, so it is 
not always-r-lessons are ever learning, and souls ever 
working — ^real rest on earth P Oh, no! only rest rela- 
tive, not positive ; yet some days are very pleasant, and 
Interlaken days were such ! In September we went to 
Geneva, wondering what best to do, and there we met 
one lately gone home. Admiral Stewart, a singular, but 
pious friend, one of whom I was very fond, and a 

Mr. D ; we were at tea, and saying we knew not 

exactly where to go, the trial still pending we wished to 
be near Genoa, as a son of my husband's was en-pension 
there, and therefore we would give, if feasible, that 
winter to it. " Oh," said Mr. D ^ " I think you would 
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find Cannes just the place — ^it is so near Italy — ^it is 
quiet — scarcely any residents — one family are very hos- 
pitable, retired tradespeople; they are rich, but very 
good, humble sort of people, and if you like Mr. W. will 
build a house, for you have but to call on them when you 
arrive, and they will give you every information you desire. 
The idea pleased us, and in October we started for a 
place never before particularly thought on ; though years 
previous F. and myself had stopped for a night at the 
Pinchinat; and not admired the passing peep of the 
Ch&teau Brougham. I did not then see charms in the 
olive tree ! and Cannes appeared to me but little inviting ; 
however, we were glad to try it, and the Hotel de la 
Poste was entered that 1862, and we ought to feel " our 
steps were ordered" by Him, whose Providences are 
guiding His children ! The Post hotel was dull, and we 
removed to the old Pinchinat, hoping a few weeks would 
open the way for a return to Genoa ; we thought, how- 
ever, we would leave our cards on that hospitable feunily, 
who had, as many do, retired from money-making to 
money-spending, and we turned our steps to the Chateau 
St. George, a house originally built by General Sir H. 
Taylor, but bought, and much rebuilt, by this said Mr. 
T. R. W. The situation and gardens most picturesque and 
lovely ; the house looked fjEiirly handsome ; and we were 
shewn into the drawing-room : the proprietor and his wife 
soon entered, the greeting was kind, and ilieir offers of 
service very pressing. Mrs. W. had the remains of 
beauty, spoiled, however, by a peculiar fantasticality of 
costume, imbecoming in every way ; but her good nature 
made amends for some deficiences, and we were soon very 
good friends. 
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Before our acquaintance at ihe Chftteau (as in those 
pristine days of Cannes rusticity that of St. George was 
often called) began, we had been visited by a French 
pastor, whose intellectual and pious conversation made 
very engaging. The history of his family was narrated : 
A Jansenist by birth, his mother's conversion had been 
most striking — unhappy from no direct cause ; a friend 
invited her to hear a minister, preaching one evening 
only, on his way through Paris ; she went, in that one 
sermon the plan of salvation was unfolded; Madame 

B r listened greedily, spoke to no one on his ending his 

discourse, but hurried home, and closing the door of her 
room, remained two or three hours on her knees, pleading 
with her GK)d; nor did she rise till pardon, peace, and joy 
were given ! She was too happy to eat for some days, her 
son added ; and of course her whole desire was to see her 
sons changed also ; and in due time she had that blessing, 
and both became men of talents beyond the common range 
of intellect. The eldest, our acquaintance, joined the 
Wesleyan sect; the younger, the National Church. The 
former was not robust, over study had injured his head, 
and being at Cannes some years before our arrival, he 
was loved by a widow in easy circumstances, whom he 
wedded, and buying a property, lent himself to performing, 
unpaid, the services of the French Culte, and conducted, 
when we arrived, in a small dark room near the sea ; and 
before we parted that first visit, I felt thankful that such 
a being would be our winter pastor, should we remain ; 
he begged us also to receive a person, whose zeal he 
highly commended, and whose history he also commimi- 
cated; she had been femme de manage at the Fauoon 
hotel, Bern, and much to her credit, had been a sufferer 
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for her faith ; not educated, she had yet those quick and 
ready parts, which served her well, and enabled her to 
turn every situation in which she found herself to her 
advantage; she was, after her sojourn at B6rn, lady's 

maid to a Malle, K ^ at Geneva, and served her 

faithfully for fifteen years, and attracting the attention of 
Col. T , she was, on the death of her mistress, em- 
ployed by him, to bring the gospel to some parts in the 
south of France ; and at length found herself at Cannes, 
where she hoped to keep a school for poor children, &c. ; 
to assist her, and to be her maid, she had had sent £rom 
Switzerland, a young person, whose home was uncomfort- 
able, and who, thanks to some kind ladies, had received 
a fair education, to enable her to gain a livelihood as 
schoolmistress. The school at Cannes, however, had been 
closed by the authorities before we arrived ; the little, 
therefore, now doing, was done under the rose. 

We were thus put au fait of those we were to meet, and 
the following day brought Malle. C y; first impres- 
sions are sometimes correct, yet ever to be received with 
caution; but there was an appearance of exaggerated 
humility, and a something that I did not approve, but I 
desire to touch lightly, and to be very hopeful concerning 
<i// those with whom we were brought into communication. 
There are many excuses to be made. " Earthen vessels " 
are more or less sadly weak, and one should try to throw 
oneself into the character of each individual, and so, to 
feel for them ; and those who rise from the ranks have 
many temptations, unknown to those, called, in common 
parlance, their superiors, who, in their turn, have their 
peculiar temptations also. 

Some lose caste by their faith, while others find it a 
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,mouiitiiig step ; this last is very dangerous; few support 
prosperity ; and as a Swiss lady observed, who had known 

her as the lady's maid : " Jenny was much more 

interesting in those days, when a pleasant good humour 
marked her humble face and attire, than when, as Made- 
moiselle C — ~, she was laying down the law, and looking 
far other than obliging." Alas ! poor flesh and blood ! 
The very kind attentions she had received from some of 
the titled Christians, but added fuel to the lurking evils 
of the old Adam, and conceit and vanity grew sadly, and 
the very useful qualities she possessed were tarnished, and 
injured by the working of self-love. Her seeming zeal at 
first won more of my husband's friendship, and he tried 
to work with her ; and I sometimes blamed myself for not 
more loving one who seemed to be a child of God, and 
for allowing myself to permit the dislike of sundry famili- 
arities to interfere with the kindly feeling I thought 
should exist. 

Letters telling us there was no probability of the trial 
ending for months, we thought we would give Cannes a 
trial as a residence, which Genoa could never have been ; 
so we engaged Chateau Girard for a year! I do not 
desire to enter lengthily into days, still somewhat on the 
scene, but the aflairs have been so noised about, a slight 
sketch must be given ; the outside life, however, is to me 
the least interesting. I prefer that of thought and medita- 
tion ; still, the exterior is produced by inner actings, and 
the key to them is not ever the golden one of God's glory, 
but the rusty one of man's self-love ! 

The personages of the drama sustained, each their 
individual character as they came on the stage. First, 
we had the retired man of trade, whose well-filled purse 
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gave an amount of influence money, to a certain extent, 
commands ; and there was also that amount of religious 
knowledge and moral principle, which is often to be fbund 
in England in his rank of life ; there was also a desire to 
do good ; his wife had, by her intelligence, activity, and 
personal advantages, been of great service in the acquisi- 
tion of his fortune, and was, with himself, persuaded of 
the value of those religious observances, which become 
engrained in the natural character ; the circumstances of 
her life, the activity of her disposition, working on one 
naturally obliging, made her useful and acceptable to 
those to whom, in early Cannes days especially, their 
house was opened, and to many was it so ; but it was 
evident to reflective minds, that worldly advancement, 
worldly interests, were more prominent than was truly 
wise ; and that whatever of the " good seed " existed, many 
false cares intercepted its full development. For some 
years this family had reigned without any interference ; 
pious clergymen had benefitted by their hospitality, and 
the assent which had been given to whatever might have 
been said on spiritual life passed current ; and who dares 
to say how far hearts are or are not touched ? With facts 
alone history, even that of ignoble Cannes, has to deal, 
and the facts of individual lives should be alone touched on. 
With this Mr. T. R. W. worked, when we first arrived, 
one who has lately given his biography to the world, in 
the which one would like to have seen more of the work- 
ing of the inner man, but this his modesty forbade ; and 
his kindly nature had been touched by the hope that he 
was leading Mr. and Mrs. W. onwards to spiritual life, 
the which worked so faithfully in himself ; and the kind 
hospitality he then enjoyed, naturally played its part in 
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making fhem still more to be considered by him. He 
had also some originality and peculiarity in his views, as 
to the mode of working out good, which rendered him 
somewhat jealous as to the opinions of others. 

There was also the pastor A — e B r, who, with 

bright intellectual powers and talent of preaching, added 
a very vindictive spirit ; a singular compound, most 
plausible, yet most treacherous ; you fancied you were 
unbosoming yourself to a faithful friend, and the frankness 
of your words, and letters, the outpourings of candid 
feelings, were mercilessly used against you. You thought 
you were understood by a generous mind ; you found your 
confidence completely abused ! 

Then we had in Mademoiselle C , a clever, irritable 

character, fond of relating her own tales, ready and fluent 
in speech and prayer, dogmatical, and not as sincere in her 
dealings as hier great Christian professions led you to 
expect. In her handmaid, F. A., we had, we sometimes 
thought, more uprightness ; but her mind was tainted by 

an unfortunate cast of romance. Mademoiselle C 

had made up a marriage between her and a poor weak 
colporteur, which they themselves told me had been a 
mistake^ and both had felt it a mercy, when the thoroughly 
uncomfortable manage was broken up, by his death six 
weeks after his marriage ! Yet, F. A. has passed herself 
off as a disconsolate widow ; and to myself, to whom a 
different tale had been told, she could give no sound 
reason for her lengthened mourning, &c. I would not 
have alluded to this weakness, leaving it to cure itself, 
but that truly good people have been led into error, and 
wrong judgment of others, by this untruthfulness. 

These were the chief persons with whom A. P. was 
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then brought into contact, and much misunderstood was 
he at first ; his active nature was thought to be more a 
busybodying, than a real desire to do the Lord's work ; 
and some, I believe, fancied a rivalry was entered on, 
which could in no case have come into our heads ; rivalry 
implies some sort of equality as to pursuits, &c. Now 
we were perfectly distinct from this reigning family, in 
taste, life, fancies, and pursuits ; our object was simply 
to do all the good we could, and by no means to keep 
open house, receive all comers, and place ourselves and 
our belongings at their feet; rivalry, therefore, was 
completely out of the question ! Nor was there the 
slightest desire to usurp any position, or to trample on 
any one ; an error of which we were accused, to play on 
the feelings of some estimable beings, who were therefore 
induced to^ view us, as good minds would view those who 
acted thus, contemptibly. Perhaps I must now give a 
short sketch of the actual deed which took place. As I 
observed, the active nature of A. P — , increased by his 
naval career, soon began to look about to see of what use 
he could be. Now A — e B — r, the Pastor I have named, 

and Mdle. C , were very desirous that good works 

should be carried on in greater earnest, and a better place 
of worship acquired. This was the first stir amongst the 
" sleepers and dreamers ;'' the idea was proposed to the 
gentlemen, and accepted, but there was so much halting, 
that the lease of the old place of worship was expiring, 
and the one judged fitting, on the eve of being otherwise 
disposed of, that " up and doing," A. P. felt obliged to 
take on himself the securing of it ; and perhaps, though 
not avowed, this gave offence. It then became necessary 
some pastor should be employed whose health permitted 
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regular duty, and M. A — B — r did not feel himself equal 
to the post. He therefore offered to resign his dele- 
gation. Then came meetings and gatherings, angry 
words, and idle nothings, &c. This first move was the 
point of evil from whence sprang the jealousies and 
envyings, the actings, in short, of self in its varied forms. 
My own private view is, that Mr. B — r received then a 
wound he never forgave ! I do not helieve he ever 
intended the proffered renunciation of the delegation 
should have been accepted, and I think the accepting of 
it was a mistake on the part of the English ; though plain 
John Bull took at his word what was offered, not de- 
tecting the character of the offerer. So it was ; — and soon 
Mdle. C mixed herself up in the affair, and ques- 
tioned the right of the English to impose a pastor, though 
they had requested Mr. B — r to provide one to his mind. 
This he had declined, and when one was selected, and 
submitted to his approbation, he avoided all response ; in 
short, he had taken up a false position, and the one false 
step of resigning what he had wished to keep, led to many 
successive ones ; and the vanity also, and wounded self- 
love of Mdle. C , led her to extravagances and insin- 
cerities which much damaged the gospel work. But it 
will be said, why should French squabbles have marred 
the English friendlinesses ? From very much the same 
causes. I have narrated the situation in which the W's:. 

were at Cannes ; and A. P had not quite conducted 

himself with the wisdom such characters require ; there 
are those who cannot appreciate that true gentlemanly 
humility which good breeding and Christian teaching 
produces, and which carry true weight in the end. And 
his thorough condescension to Mr. W. had misled this 
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latter, who, I suppose, fancied it arose from the situation 
which he thought his right at Cannes, and he considered 
any move in a contrary direction to the one he chose, a 
violation of these rights. He had floating ideas of build- 
ing a church when a congregation came; some small 
subscriptions had been received, he had bought much land, 
built some houses, and intended building more. Some 
Scotch arrived the winter of '53 and '4, and their minister 
would gladly have used the French place of worship, and 
its pastor, Rey, had agreed to it, but for some reason or 
. other, Mr. W. objected. Thus originated with us, the idea 
of building a chapel, which should be used by all orthodox 
' Christians. The idea was submitted to Mr. W, immedi- 
ately on its assuming a regular form in our mind, before 
• any one single step was taken ; he objected, and seemed 
. to feel this objection ought to be enough to prevent its 
. being carried out. He very dictatorially observed : "You 
: know, sir, I am going to build a church." " Yes, but 
my idea is to build, not only for the English, but the 
French, &c." Accordingly, as Mr. W. &c. declined all 
- aid, the Church was begun. Even after that, the ground 
and materials were offered to Mr. W. provided he would 
carry out the original idea — he would not — the church 
was finished. An estimable Scotch minister, the Rev. W. 

D , hearing that all was not smooth at Cannes, 

thought it, for that very reason, a good field to labour in, 
'^ for when all sleep," he said, " Satan is generally quies- 
cent ;" and his health requiring a change, he arrived in 
the autumn of '55, Before he gave himself to any duty, 
or any friendship, he looked into the tales of Cannes — 
sifted each side. He came a stranger to one and all, per- 
fectly disinterested, but after a careful investigation, the 
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approbation was given to A. P., and his eyes had 
been much opened by the very insincere, and nn' 
justifiable means taken by Mr. W, with himself, 
to prevent his opening the chapel even for the Scotch — 
the most inflnential of whom sided with A. P., and 
those who did not had had their feelings worked on as I 
named before. The W/s were represented as humble, 
hospitable, kind bodies, whom the aristocratic P.'s were 
trying to trample down ! than which nothing could bo 
less true — and what became of the French, is asked ? The 
pastor appointed by the English, and receiving the dele- 
gation from the Marseilles Consistory, was a Mr. R— , 
originally a watch maker ; he received a knowledge of the 
truth, and his ambitious nature having some quickness 
and parts, he thought he could preach ; so from the Free 
Church he got ordination, and, thanks to one of the 
M.'s, who knew not how to provide for him, Cannes, as 
an infant church, was supposed well suited to a man 
whose "cerveau" was said to be not well furnished ! There 
was an appearance of zeal, there was talk when he arrived 
on trial, and thus he was closed with ! Soon the B — and 
C — party took a dislike to him, as the pastor placed by the 
English " Eglise " had had no choosing of him, and they 
withdrewfromhischapeL Thissaidpastor,*whohadhelped 

* There have been such mistatements as to this Minister, it is necessary 
to give the following facts : — ^When Mr. Bey came to Cannes, a committee 
of gentlemen stipnmted that his salary should be 2,000 francs per year, 
bat shoidd any unforeseen dissatisfaction take place, six months' salary or 
six months* warning should be held to be a sufficient remuneration on 
parting. It was not long before one of the members of the committee had 
reason to complain of what he thought total insufficiency in Mr. B — in 
the performance of his promised duties — ^the other members did not then 
agree with this gentleman ; but at length Mr. Bey having done some per- 
fectly unjustifiable things, this member claimed the right of withdrawing 
from his support of Mr. B. after the expiration of six months ; this right 
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A. p. to select the site, dedined afterwards to remove 
to Hie new chapel, as his chief patron would be offended ! 
Then, the other party, who met in theC. room, said 
they would use it — and then they played false ; it was 
thought the Admiral took too much on himself, he would 
not come to their room, they would not go to his chapel. 
I think I never in any place knew such intricacies of 
paltry actings, as Cannes has exhibited. And have you 
been clear of the errors and failings you detect in others, 
J hear asked — have you steered your bark through the 
waters without splashing it with weeds and mud ? Of 
course it is not always easy to blame self, especially when 
it is difficult to see where, in truth, one erred; it was a 
defect to trust, as we did, to those of whose real character 
we were not aware. We got too intimate, where inti- 
macy could not be continued, and this generally causes 
disagreements. But whatever infirmities may have been, 
and others may know them better than we. ourselves, we 
can say most heartily , a downright sincerity was observed, 
and is towards one and all. And I dare appeal to aljl 
who know us, if this is not so ? Some attempts have 
been made to restore union, but they have proved abor- 
tive ; and sound minds may not be surprised when they 
are informed that the B — ^r and C — y party have merged 

was never questioned at the time, nor indeed could be, Mr. Bey himw^lf^ 
in a letter, saying he would not accept any proportion of his salary fur- 
nished by that said member. Mr. Key continued in his post, but it be- 
came more and more evident that he was unfit for it, and one by one the 

other members withdrew their support, claiming their right to do so one, 

Mr. W., only remained, who in spite of remonstrances, thought proper to 
continue his patronage, till the Consistory of Marseilles withdrew the 
delegation they had given, thus confirming what had been allec;ed of his 
unfitness for the post. Mr. Bey still remains at Cannes ! Still has his 
one patron I still has acted in many curious ways I the last phase and 
we will hope a sincere one, being an apologetic one for his misdemeanoura ! 
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inlo the sec* known as the " Brethren," than which none 
are more hostile to real charity ; with much to admire in 
their tenets, they are peculiarly liable to the danger of 
spiritual pride, the inveterate enemy of real peace. 

Different parties have visited Cannes ; the fexo who 
have been free from party spirit, gendered by whatever 
cause it may be, have been the most friendly to ourselves ; 
perhaps the open house, and useful carriage, have 
weighed with those who find it very agreeable to be made 
much of, and who like sailing down the stream of ease 
and comfort " We were io happy and quiet before you 
came," said poor Mrs. W. one day to me. Alas! quietness 
is not always sound ; the hospitality which flatters '^ flesh 
and blood,'' is not all that is needed to feed the life divine, 
the real Ufe, which can receive no fillip from high sounding 
names ! If or is that prominence to be coveted which too 
often draws downwards, while a false glitter may make 
its objects fancy they are going upwards. And it is not 
easy to be indebted to any one, and yet tell them unwel- 
come truths; and the seductions of worldliness must be 
great, especially when they have been foreign to our 
earlier days, and have grown upon us, perhaps, unwit- 
tingly ; the smile of the noble most value, it is flattering, 
and self-love probes not to the source that gives it ; and 
' thus life of earth unfolds, and heavenly life droops and 
withers. Alas ! if this latter prospered, the vain glories 
of the former would be despised, and a sound measure be 
taken of people and things, and of our own selves also. 
We should have a cleared vision, and our common sense 
would speak more distinctly; it is the earth-life that 
dims our eye-sight, and so we seek little-great-things for 
ouisselvesy instead of the grand-great-things of our true 
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glory and joy, which in very deed elevate us, and give 
often that respect and situation, we vainly seek in the 
others. 

One amiable personage visited Cannes two winters, 
the highly respected Christian lady, the Duchess of 

O ; her defect was, never liking to have any plain 

speaking that told of faults where she had seen none ; 
her kindness was often mistaken, as her old relative. Gen. 

K sdid to me, " had been told her more than once/* 

and her leanings to the " Brethren " were unwise, and 
she did much harm here, by her blind patronage of the 
C — and B — party. They persuaded her their case was 
somewhat analogous to that of the Free Church of Scot* 
land ; her judgment was warped, and of course her posi- 
tion added weight to theirs ; few shake off the sort of awe 
rank imposes on the mass ! She thought she was sup- 
porting the poor and the weak, while she was, in reality, 
strengthening the hands of the strong and the artful ! 
And her opinion has, I believe, been taken up by others, 
who have not character enough to judge for themselves. 
I believe one fact in life to be, most people trouble them- 
selves very little as to ascertaining the truth of what they 
hear or repeat. Everybody has the wish or want of 
saying or doing something, and care very little as to its 
being what they ought to do and say— there is a love of 
gossip ; and little love for " doing good." Then there is 
the kve of being made something of, either as' receivers 
of tales, or spreaders of them ; and there is small desire 
of really and truly sifting them. Thus evil spreads, for 
you will generally find it is bad not good, that runs 
hither and thither like wildfire. And often, too often, 
r^utations are blighted, and the innocent injured, by 
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nothing but the love of tale-bearing. Now if each indi- 
vidual would receive nothing on trust, but either disre- 
gard, or follow each tale to its very source, how much 
less sadness might be. These reflections naturally follow 
on reconsidering the state of things at Cannes ; and I 
wish it were possible to imbue all with the principle of 
never allowing anything to be received for truth, that 
oannot be proved ; and to close their ears against all '* idle 
words." And it is an excellent rule to lay down, to go 
direct to any one, if you have been told. So and so says so 
and so of you,— -and enquire of themselves. Is it so P Why is 
it thus P In this way many an error would be rectified, &c. 

A candid person once did by me what I do by others — 
they said to me : "I was told you had said, the happiest 
day of your life would be the one in which you should 
open his door and find your husband dead." The lady 
did not say from whom this speech proceeded, but on 
naming it to other friends they also had heard the same. 
Of course nothing could be more false ; and this tale 
could only prejudice against, and impede the usefulness 
of any one who could utter such an improper sentiment ; 
but thus it is, without ascertaining what was said, a 
something is caught at, and away it is carried the world 
wide I False delicacy had prevented my other friends 
from naming the circumstance to me — they were silent.* 

In one way I will exculpate my traducer : I have been 
too incautious in speaking out, careless of my auditors, 
my views on •' death." Pearls may not be given wrongly ; 
still when words are not understood, before we repeat, 
let us be carefiil to understand the sense which the 
speaker attaches to them. 

♦ See Note H. 



120 LIFE lines; 

. Again, that good Duchess never, I believe, erased from 
her mind a speech made for me and repeated to her, as 
her Grace told the same frank person who asked me of 
the other, and assured the Duchess she knew what had 
been told her must also be false ; but as her Grace had 
not the " moral courage " to ask myself, why should she 
more heed the denier than the retailer? The polite 
speech made for me was, that " if the Duchess of G 
came to Cannes, I would take care never to be intimate 
with her ;" and I could detect the effect of these words 
in all her intercourse with me. So far from its being the 
truth, I had, from a slight acquaintance at Pau, in her 
days of widowhood, imbibed a pleasing impression, and 
her mild, Christian bearing, much please all who con- 
verse with her, though they may regret the failing to 
which I have alluded, but which "leans to virtue's 
side." 

I do not pretend to write very systematically. I have 
followed out some ideas that arose from the circumstances 
accompanying our first months at Cannes, where we 
bought a small property. After the turmoil I have narrated 
somewhat subsided, the chapel has been occupied by a 
well-known French pasteur — one who may be termed 
an " amateur pasteur,^^ for though of the national church, 
he performs not willingly, any, save the most pleasing 
part of the pastoral duty — that of preaching, for which he 
has the gifts of great fluency, knowledge of human nature 
in its natural functions, strong lungs, and powers of lan- 
guage, with a good knowledge of gospel truths. He 
arouses the attention, and his controversial abilities have 
been blessed. It is ever a hopefrd sign when a being 
says : " I like N — R— ;" it seems the promise of an 
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awakening. Pioneers and breakers-up of fallow ground, 
and layers of foundations in the Church Militant, are as 
important and valuable as those who carry up the building, 
though these latter are more interesting to the advanced 
Christian, who naturally seeks stronger food for his more 
spiritualized nature. It has been thought a closer attention 
to /;(// pastoral duty, mightdeepen spirituality in a mind, the 
off-hand cleverness of which has its temptations, as leading 
from that meditative walk which so enriches the mind. 
There is ever a difficulty in being just by the living — we 
could not flatter, we would not be severe. N. R. is in 
common parlance an amiable man, with a " strong will," 
and loves pre-eminence a little more than he will, when 
he is, as I am sure he will be in the course of time, a 
full-blown spiritual man ; till then we must expect that 
ambition shall have the defects it has in " earthen ves- 
sels ;" for self is not ever guileless, while we desire all 
should bow to us! The poet calls ambition "the last 
infirmity of" human "minds." I take the liberty of 
changing one word, and we know that all infirmities 
must partake of error, and error blinds, and downright 
honesty is not always the easiest grace when our am- 
bition would be all in all with all. And there are false 
courtesies ; and some mistakes have been made in trying 
to conciliate the "Brethren," who, not attending his 
Chapel, from thinking him not "enlightened enough," 
are yet willing visitors at his weekly meetings, where 
he often expounds; for they are wide awake as to the 
advantages of being seen iherey whereas none would 
accrue to them from going to his Chapel. 

Cannes has been visited by two noted characters, one is 
gone, and the other still treads earth. The former has occa- 
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sioned many unpleasant words to pass between Christian 
brethren. A painful question was mooted on his de- 
mise, and one that should be handled gently; but a 
warning should be held forth, that the same sUppery 
ground should be avoided by those now perhaps begin- 
ning their career. It must be acknowledged that we live 
in very trying times ; an " intellectual Babel" is as much 
to be feared as the one which man was attempting to 
raise in the land of Shinar, and we know what the Lord 
then said and did. And will He not do the same now P 
and '' confound their language." Indeed the work is in 
a sense begun, for there is great confusion amidst all the 
seeming learning of the times, and it behoves the humble 
and the pious to be " valiant for the Truth,'* and raise 
their voice, however feeble it may sound, midst the din 
of earth ; but it can be blessed if it seeks not self, but 
truth. 

The first person to whom I allude will be recognised 
as the Baron de Bunsen, a most amiable family 
man; but he was under the infatuation of literature, 
and his great powers of memory were a snare ; they 
enabled him to collect a vast quantity of material, 
and then the temptations of the world closed around 
him, and his obligingness and readiness won him many 
friends, and royalty smiled, and great men flattered; 
and thus the dangers grew. !N^o one can read the 
" Church of the Future*' without detecting much mental 
Qonfusion, the effect of a mind working aloner— a mind 
whose every thought was not brought into subjecticHi 
to the Lord Jesus, and so it strayed and strayed, till 
i| «ms in '* wandering mazes lost.'* Yes! for it dared 
ihe hallowed ground of inspiration ; it dared 
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to thrust itself into the position of Judge, not learner ! 
and then the orthodox German mind turned its back 
on him, as one, closely connected with one of the truest, 
told mel Alas! poor de Bunsen! it was a sad and 
solemn truth, and had that closing scene been really one 
to joy in, would not the earnest cry have arisen : " Where- 
ever my mad folly is gone forth, oh ! give my repentance, 
my bitter sorrow for all I did to mar the precious words 
of my GodP*' And would not a burst of agonising 
self-reproach have been visible if even a brighter ray 
had told of pardon and of peace P The want of deep 
penitence for daring to touch the perfect inspiration of 
God's holy Word, is a melancholy deficit in the account 
of de Bunsen's last hours, and instead of the flattering 
commentary on what passed, it should have been left 
unpronounced on, imjudged — a veil should have been 
flung over it ! The sober Christian will tremble as he 
reads de Bunsen's life, and end, and consider it one 
of the signs of an age replete with the daring doings 
of men living on intellect, apart from the sanctifying 
truth of Revelation, thus being a commentary on lines 
penned by Benzel a hundred years ago ! " The spirit of 
the age — scepticism and naturalism. Power of nature 
and reason exalted, so as to make it difi&cult to know 
what is supernatural ; books of thrilling adventure much 
sought after ; those containing anything of religion would 
have to present it in a lively form, more to amuse the 
fancy than improve the heart. The doctrine of the 
inner word will yet produce much mischief, philosophers 
will still require a kernel without a shell, a Christ with- 
out a Bible, and from the most refined subtleties you 
will pass to the coarsest materialities, so that those devoid 
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of teuth win take refuge in Popery." Who would not 
imagine this faithful picture of our times was drawn from 
the life ? So complete a likeness is it of this age ! 
» The other being to which I alluded is a still more 
melancholy example of mind apart from Christ; I say 
more melancholy, because there is an open, entire, and 
avowed disregard of the Lord Jesus Christ. Yet with 
such an amount ^f right good feeling on many of the 
highest attributes of the soul, that one prays light divine 
may start through the dimness which shrouds the vital 
truth. Professor of the Belles Lettres at the Sorbonne, 
M.A.G., brought a dying son to Cannes, and interested 
us much by his genuine sorrow, as did also his very 
amiable wife ; but the philosophical studies of both are 
penetrated by that rebellious will to which a Christ 
crucified is folly. And in the mental progress of our 
day in France, we see, generally speaking, nothing but 
that proud elevation of intellect which proves the magni- 
ficence of the ruin, but leaves it a ruin still. We bend 
as o'er the deady and may say, ^^ a gilded halo hovering 
round decay" is the glorious mind of a created intel- 
ligence working apart from God in Christ ! The letters 
of condolence, printed in a volume of his son's biography, 
show how the God of redeeming love is ignored. I will 
cite a few names and sentences. The first letter is from 
a former pupil, M. Leveque, and loving and affectionate 
it is, and yet though acknowledging the goodness of Ood^ 
how ttwchristian the strain, how ignorant of saving faith. 
Listen : — " Yet God is infinite goodness ! He does not 
desire evil; He does not permit evil for the sake of 
evil. Then what is Hfe? A road only, a road to the 
other life, where happiness must crown good sons^ good 
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fathers, good mothers." " If celestial joy is given to any 
one, he who is taken from you must have it — innocent, 
upright, angelic, enlightened, pure — was he not ready 
to enter into the possession of that peace promised to 
such as he! Our children are embracing each other, 
while we weep for them." The next friend gives no 
other comfort than to say, "there is no consolation, for 
nothing can repair their loss, and the prayer is, that 
God will hasten the moment when the first bitter point 
of this mortal grief may be blunted." Then his first 
friend and colleague, J. D. Quigniaut, tells him, there 
are no words for the blow which has fallen on him ; and 
though he tells him all, his consolation must spring 
from the thought of meeting him one day " in the bosom 
of that life of our noble faith (de nos nobles croyances), 
which alone will not fail us, and which alone has none 
of these dreadful contrarieties," yet where is the real 
hope in this mind ? Alas ! it is not ! We have after 
this another letter, and from one who calls himself a 
minister of the gospel, M. Martin Paschoud, and in it 
not a word of Him ** the true Light." He puts lamen- 
tations into their mouths, and speak of the aid God must 
give them, and calls on Him to open up the reason of 
His dealings, and to show them their beloved in His 
bosom, " more happy than they — * gone to prepare 
their place ' — sad for their sorrow ; but expecting their 
eternal reunion." How sad, that one ordained into a 
Christian Church should ignore the truth on which such 
a Church stands ! What a comment on the.churohe? of 
the world P What a call for the examination of such ? 
1800 years have passed since the Lord came, and is not 
much more received than when John wrote of Him ! 
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^ There are, then, many letters, forty or more, from some 
of the influential minds of the day ; and it may indeed 
be said, they are " blind leaders of the blind ;" and what 
is to be expected from suchP Baron de Bunsen at 
Cannes, when the bereavement occurred, writes, on the 
14th March, 1859, his excuse for not accompanying 
the funeral, his physical powers not permitting it ; and 
alludes to similar losses, in which their consolation 
arose from the testimony given, though the age was 
tender, of affection, and noble sentiments fully deve- 
loped, and full of self-consciousness. He will say more, 
the universal hope of humanity in the immortality of 
the soul has its root in the faculty of loving and being 
loved. And this sentiment he finds, on analysis, to be 
in the innate faculty of the soul. To believe au Bien 
as the eternal source of all existence, and the conviction 
that we can act, not according to the necessities of ex- 
terior nature, but according to the sentiment of good, 
by virtue of the determination of the will. And then 
speaking of the conscience of God (which was in Jesus 
Christ), as an idea sketched rather than developed by 
Socrates in Phaedo, and, if he mistakes not, affirmed by 
St. John in his gospel ! ^' Sad again, and sad also, that 
one plucked from the Eomish falsities, E. Saint Hilaire, 
should not have been more " valiant for the truth " in 
his epistle. Sad that false tenderness for earthly friends 
should eclipse bold courage to speak of our Heavenly 
One! Our hearts of earth fear to offend the visible 
object of their respect and regard. What must the 
Invisible think of us P If Christians should pour forth 
one prayer above another, it is that they may be bold 
for the "Lord Jesus." He gave His Life's blood for 
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US, and we, too often shrink from avowing that He is 
the God-Saviour, and without Him no salvation. Of 
course this letter has Qot the darkness of the others; 
which, one and all, exalt the Creature, flatter self-love 
and pride, and name no other God than the one man 
coins, irrespective of Revelation. 

We speak of the movement of mind in France, and 
there is thaty men are not sleeping— that age is passed 
away — knowledge increases, hut, " saving knowledge," 
where is itP This volume stands out a "whited se- 
pulchre " — and what can rise from it P — " vanity" to the 
worldling, and "vexation of spirit" to the Christian 
philosopher. Who can hut turn to the Lord in earnest 
prayer, that hefore the day of grace is over, these souls 
may look upon Jesus I 

Turn we now from the sad philosophy of mind with- 
out the Lord, or, rather, without acknowledging that from 
Him comes all mind, all knowledge, and that He alone 
is the producing cause of all they fancy their own, to the 
lowly hearts of feith, rich in wisdom, because Jesus is 
avowed and loved, to deaths, rather to be termed " sleeps." 
One in particular, most touching — a young peasant girl 
of VaUauois, a retired village near Cannes, one of the 
favourite drives and walks, as possessing something of the 
scenery of an Alpine pass. Her father, a small proprietor, 
gave her a convent education, as she liked not the coarse 
work of the fields, and wished to be the " modiste " of 
her little town ; the education terminated at what we 
should call early years, for she had been some months en- 
gaged at her business, superintending several work-women, 
when, at sixteen, she was seen and loved by a young 
Lyonnais, gardener to a gentleman at Cannes. They were 
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married, and her needle was exchanged for brooms and 
dusters, as she was to be housemaid in the same family 
with her husband. This did not suit the little Marguerite, 
nor did she prove acceptable, so the pair quitted, and took 
service with a Parisian lady ; the cholera comes, the hus- 
band was at death's door— serious thoughts came over 
both — ^he recovered, and they went to his home. The absur- 
dities of the Romish church, his quick intelligence soon 
eschewed, and he fancied himself enlightend, and attended 
the Protestant worship. From Lyons they returned to 
Cannes, he working at his calling, she pursuing hers. 
After a while, both entered our service, they came in 
regularly to the evening gospel exposition, and went to 
the Protestant chapel. I spoke much with Marguerite ; 
she was lively and intelligent, with a great fear of djmag ; 
her husband's nearness to death at Paris, had made a 
keen impression on her, and she told me how intense had 
been her prayers and vows to God if he would but restore 
one so loved. She would not read the Bible until the 
Curb's permission had been asked and obtained, for there 
is in the Cannes Gui6, a liberality which makes one 
sincerely hope a brighter light will rise in his mind. 
We like Father Gabriel. 

After some time we were forced to part with B — ; he 
did not like work ; he was, in fact, rather superior to 
being a mere working gardener ; they therefore proceeded 
to Nice, she soon got into good service, and he also. A 
few months passed on— they got disgusted with the con- 
fessional, the priest^ telling her she must give up her 
husband, as he read his Bible ; they were not like our 
" Gabriel." She sometimes went to the meetings of the 
" Brethren.'^ 
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One day she observed to B— , "we are too happy; 
eyerything prospers with us, something must happen to us." 
Not many days after, she awoke with a violent pain in her 
head. * ' I am going to be ill " — and so it proved. Either 
that same day, or soon after, she said to B — , " You 
must get me a confessor.'' " Oh no, confess to God." 
Persisting in her desire, unwilling to thwart her, he went 
to the nearest convent, and returned with a monk, " who 
shrived her on her dying day ; " but he gave her no peace! 
**0h," she exclaimed, "I have no peace — none — ask 
Mr. Q-. to come," — one, then, of the " Brethren," but 
who has since come to his right mind ! Again she had 
holy words, but again she wept, she had no peace ! The 
fever increased, and so did her terror of death and her 
cries for peace. Three days before she departed she sent 

for B , (from whose lips I had all these particulars) — 

** Shut the door, and sit by my bed, read a chapter of the 
Bible ; " he did. " Now," said she, " what can I do P I 
have confessed, have had Mr. G., but I have no peace. I 
dread to die. What is to be done P" 

B — said nothing, but repeated "God so loved the 
world," &c. — (John iii., 16.) There was a pause — she 
then clasped her hands and said, " Yes, I have it, I am 
happy now. I see Jesus ; come Lord, I am thine." The 
words of God gave what no human words had been able 
to give ! and how sweetly kind of God to send them 
through the lips of earth that had been the dearest to 
her ! From that moment she was perfectly happy — 
death was no longer dreaded, she intreated her mother not 
to pray for her lilie ; the husband so intensely loved, she 
was willing to resign — all was hers now, she had Jesus, 
she was pardoned, saved — it was joy, full and deep I On 
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the Sunday, about five in the afternoon, her bodily suflFer- 
ings being very great, but her soul beaming through all, 
she begged her husband and family to kneel round her 
bed, and pray. As they prayed, her pains lessened, and 
with the last words of the prayer, the spirit of Marguerite 
of Vallauris went home. Happy Marguerite ! at the early 
age of twenty-six, probation ended, and her God took her ! I 
This naturally leads to some reflections on Death, 
We write that word, we speak it, we dread, or we have 
dreaded it. Yes ! And as truly as this pen writes, or 
your eye reads, so truly will it be our position. " The 
silver cord will be loosed, and the golden bowl be 
broken." We shall be "on the mountain of m5rrrh, 
and the hill of frankincense," or, with Dives ! To those 
who love the Lord, and whose "daily bread" is from 
God, the event cannot "come untimely." The Almighty 
Jehovah gives the word, the Lord sees His image, 
" destruction seizes the shape of the clay," and the soul 
" rises up to the freedom of day." And who can grieve 
to go P I would not, however, undervalue life, to make 
death a blessing, though in itself it is often a heap of 
contradictions, a collection of blunders. The heart 
severed from loved ones is often thrown on an existence 
at variance with its tastes and feelings, often finding 
" life bitterer far than death," and repeating the words 
of Jacob, and perhaps those of Hamlet : " Oh ! that this 
solid flesh would melt," &c. ; yet, with all of sorrow we 
find, I would not have a wish to spring from that survey 
of the lot on earth, which lot has its good also in the 
counsels of God; but I would have the soul, bom of 
God, counting it a joy to go home, because they would 
see God, and love and serve Him better than they can 
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here; because they would be perfect, and the sighings 
and groanings of a sin-girt world be exchanged for the 
joys of holiness. To those, the redeemed, there is in 
feet no death, "they have passed from death to life," 
when they were "translated into the kingdom of God's 
dear Son." To such, the going out of the body is but 
the going into life eternal, the bride but sees face to 
&ce that Beloved on whom, though invisible, she has 
"leant coming up from the wilderness." Death is no 
foe; the spear is tipped with heaven's own light. It 
is no presumption to love "going home." Jesus has 
made the road smooth. He has filled up the valley, 
and chased all shadow from the narrow pass. The 
light from God's own love beams along the vale, and 
love's own hand guides. " Oh fools, and slow of heart, 
why do ye not believe ?" may be the Lord's words now 
to His children. "Our Father" we turn from, our in- 
heritance we despise, our exile we cherish, our rags of 
poverty we love ! Our cold and barren land we place 
before the glowing heaven of heavens, where the New 
Jerusalem is. Well may we be termed " slow of heart ;" 
but some there are, who, blessed below, still turn with 
fonder gaze to the face of Him "who sitteth on the 
throne." 

In the winter of 1856 a peculiarly interesting young 
person came to Cannes; her disorder, consumption; lovely 

in person, intelligent in mind. Mrs. K n had early 

married the object of a long, even childish attachment ; 
several very nice children had blessed their union, and 
a mother, worthy of her tenderest love, and many valued 
relatives, accompanied her. At first she would have 
lived on, so much had God given. It seemed life of 
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earth had never heen so tmclouded as was hers, and 
there was nothing ill-timed in her wish to continue such 
enjoyment. Mr. K.'s occupations did not pennit his 
remaining the whole season. Hopes at first were enter- 
tained she might he preserved, and, great as the incon- 
venience would have been, they resolved her Aiture 
residence should be the South. And her devoted husband 
cared for no sacrifice, if only she might remain ; but, it 
was not to be. And then was seen the triumph of Faith ; 
and complete indeed the grace of God made it, and much 
mercy came. The husband was permitted to attend the 
last days of his ever-beloved wife, who, without a sigh, 
was ready, even willing, to go. " Do you not envy me, 
.William?" were her words the evening before she died. 
Taking leave of her two eldest girls, they loitered at the 
door, she waved her hand, " Go, my children, we meet 
in glory!" To my husband, who had continually read 
and prayed with her, she sent the last Sunday morning ; 
and seemed very desirous he should make her French 
medical man understand the force of the words, " going 
home," as she was calling her end ; and to A. P. she 
observed, ** I am just waiting for Him." She had, when 
certain of her death, written in her Bible, "From a 
dying wife to her husband ; follow the Lord fully." 

For a very brief space of the last night, Satan was 
permitted to make his last attempt, but he failed; her faith 
kept its hold on the Cross, and shone the brighter for the 
last conflict. Well might the husband envy that dear 
one ; his was a grief that spoke not ; firm he seemed, 
when we met a little after, to say farewell, ere he took 
the family home — but the heart was broken ; and God 
with His wonted love withdrew him also, after fourteen 
montba of, I doubt not, a soiiow suck as some few feel ! 
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These departures are blessed love tokens, and should 
cheer us on. I read in an American paper, of one Emma 
Ward, who at 16, when a weeping mother feared to give 
the physician's opinion, said, " Why do you look at me 
so? what are you thinking of?" "I am thinking, my 
child, I may not keep you long to look at ; the doctor 
"tells me you may not have long to live." " I am so glad 
you tell me so, mother, it is delightful news ; don't cry, 
dear mother, I am going to Jesus — perhaps I may be in 
heaven to-night I think it so pleasant to die young ; 
there are many temptations in the world, I might yield 
to some of them." 

Having done so little for Christ, she thought she should 
have one of the lowest seats, but said, " It will be bHss to 
be in heaven at all." As the pains of dissolution increased, 
she was very earnest in prayer. " Come Jesus, take me, 
please come and give me patience." Christ was her 
theme, she seemed to rest in His arms ; she addressed 
Him with confidence ; death had no sting ; but no false 
enthusiasm, no extravagance marked that hour. AIL was 
peace and loveliness, like the stepping over the threshold 
into the temple above. Devout thanksgivings burst from 
the hearts of all present ; and surely we may add, — 

**Nor sink those stars in empt7 night, 
But lose themselves in heaven's own light.** 

We have also a beautiful testimony in the words of the 
Eev. Alden Taylor, of Mass., who died in 1851, to the 
love of our God. Such light broke on him, after an 
attempt of Satan to vex him, that he said, " I can scarcely 
trust myself to speak of Jesus, He so overpowers me ; I 
have been enjoying such a wonderful visit from my Saviour, 
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such vivid overwhelming views of my vileness, (I would 
have said the vileness of sin,) such an all-absorbing desire 
to be lost in the glory of God ; I feel, I think as Isaiah 
did when he saw the glory of God in the temple, and as 
David, Job, and Hezekiah did/' And surely all God's 
children will have the same views, themselves so " poor 
and weak and miserable," in Christ so rich, because the 
" filthy garments " are taken away, and the " change of 
raiment" is given, (Zech. iii.) And still more interesting 
are those last words of that honest servant of God, E. 
Lobstein, who at the age of 47 was called home, not many 
years ago. He said, "He never expected so joyous a death ; 
it seemed as though the Lord was making him ascend a 
ladder ; and as by degrees he mounted, so did fairer and 
fairer scenes open to his view." "I understand now," he 
observed, " the words, 'this corruptible shall put on incor- 
ruption ; ' the Lord is drawing me out of corruption, and I 
am almost in incorruption ! " 

" Prayer changes its nature, it becomes passive, one has 
only to receive, and one seems insufficient to receive all 
the Lord gives ; common prayer becomes too slow a means 
of communication with Him ; communion seems imme- 
diate, permanent." 

I never read any experience so realizing what my mind 
often paints of the last moments of our existence here 
below ; for in our choicest moments of intercourse and 
" fellowship with the Father and the Son," (1 John i.) 
there seems a meeting, bafling the power of expression : 
it is in some measure described in the line— 
** When thought meets thought,** 

and we feel perfectly happy, sin seems gone, and we are 
''complete in Himi from whom we sprang ere sin defiled 
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US ;'' and I will here place the passage from a letter I 
wrote to that precious friend, the Bey. B. Maxwell Hanna, 
with his reply, in Nov. 1855 : — 

'^ I do not feel we have an actually new life imparted 
to us, but the renewal of ourselves, i.e., God breathed His 
image into us — the living soul. Sin does not efface, but 
perverts and rusts that image ; then, when the chains of 
sin are broken by the power of God, this image is washed 
and sanctified ; we had grown downwards, seeking ' good 
apparent,' though in fact it was evil, as long as we were 
the children of wrath ; but when translated into the king- 
dom of God, real good becomes sought and loved by us. 
We are not annihilated. Sin is a thing apart, though 
while in tiie flesh it will annoy, but can be kept down 
through the grace of the Spirit. The life we now live in 
the flesh, is the life of Christ, that holy life or image of 
God, given us by God and Christ in Paradise." 

The answer ran thus :— "I rather agree with your mode 
of speaking of a new nature versus the sternly old Scottish 

version of . We are renewed in the spirit of our 

minds, but do not get new minds. We are fallen and 
jgrace raises us up. God sprinkles clean water upon us 
that we may be clean, and this is equivalent to creating 
a new heart within us. I would not let go the substratum 
of truth that lies in your version, though it must not be 
carried too far." We see the danger that may accrue in 
the confounding of " good and evil " by those who are not 
'* exercised to discern both ;" for Satan is ever busy in 
distracting man from the pursuit of wisdom ; and he loves 
to puff up man, and banish from his mind the idea of 
evil| and to flatter him with notions of his own goodness, 
and powers of virtue, apart from that ever continuous 
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union with Christ and God, which can alone keep the 
heart pure and healthy, hy maintaining that spiritual life 
given in the new hirth, which quickens and renews the 
being, dead in trespasses and sins ; and we find throughout 
the Bible that we are to " go on unto perfecti,on,'' co- 
workers with God in us, and this progress continuing, 
death can be but the stepping forth to feel, as did the 
person above cited, and to realise the lines of Coleridge — 

**Is that a death-bed, where the Ohristiaii lies ? 
Yes— but not his — 'tis Death itself, there dies." 

We had also a touching expression from a young Dutch- 
man who died in '59, in the house of the Pasteur N. R . 

When told his death was certain, he seized the hand of 
this minister and said, " I am so happy to go home," 
adding, " when I am well, God is my Father, when I am 
ailing He is a Mother " — beautifully expressive words of 
the tenderness of Him, our All in All ! And what words 
can express the intense love of God ; a love that is ever 
active, moulding the loved objects into the will of wisdom! 
and as the human will becomes transformed from sin to 
holiness, it finds most complete bliss ; its sympathies, it| 
emotions meet the true response ; not a doud, a doubt, a 
jarring note. Self is lost in the Beloved, where itself is 
recognised, and God is the Supreme Beloved, shrouded 
by the humanity of Christ Jesus. God draws, God speaks, 
God prompts, God creates, God accepts. God I the 
unknown, yet the known — the unseen, yet the seen — ^the 
untouched, yet the felt — the All in All, Jesus Emmanuel ! 
enough ! 

I have meditated, led on by my subject, on these deep 
things^ and the life of a single individual presents few 
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startling incidents, yet the inner walk of every reasonable 
being involves daily occurrences, which each one would 
do well to note, and better might it be if greater weight 
were given to those tokens of a living invisible, ruling and 
guiding the visible. Nothing then but would seem interest- 
ing, and no dullness would be felt. But, is it not usual to 
term dull, days that are marked by no doing of time f no 
"strenuous idleness;" no ot^^trarc? pleasure ? Alas! And 
who but shares in this sad estate, who but seeks self-pleasing 
too much P the self that loves novelty of earth, and asks, 
" what's the news P " Well, it is our infirmity ; but let us 
progress, and not assist in fulfilling the words of Bengel, 
hard as it is to "escape pollution." And there are 
interests permitted to man, which may gratify his faculties, 
though, be sure, the chief gratification is following out the 
" life of God in our souls." 

I have alluded to our acquaintance with some of the 
leaders of the Italian religious movement, and I would 
observe that our residence in France has not weakened 
our interest for that country, though I am a&aid there is 
some false excitement in the love inspired by it. " Mother 
of arts, as once of arms," it appeals too much through the 
imagination, and "arts and arms" are not the most 
wholesome adornments of man ; and the Italian character 
is a sadly demoralized one. Some good people have been 
affironted at the denial to the Yaudois of being Italians ; 
verily one might say it was the best compliment could be 
paid to them ! And at the same time their friends might 
learn more leniency towards those they like less well — 
who, cradled in a false religion, in the midst of " the 
world, the flesh, and the devil," have had more to contend 
with, when escaping their benighted church, than those 
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who, nursed in mountain villages in the forms of a pure 
faith, have been prepared on better ground. Their quiet 
hearths were not beset by Italian vices : the Teracity of 
their natural characters was not tampered with. No 
human heart may be probed too deep by its fellow man ; 
the recesses are seen only by One ** whose ways are not 
as ours;" and we must use great indulgence when we 
consider what it is to struggle forth from Bomanism in 
Italy, in the first instance, and then have to battle on 
through the " evils of the flesh," in common with all 
believers. When we take all the circumstances of those 
Italian converts into consideration, w6 learn much patience, 
though we may feel disposed to think they ought to be 
fjoiser. And they are living proofs, many at least, that 
adversity is more conducive to gospel graces than pros- 
perity. So easy is it to let pride and vanity creep in — 
and Magrini and Betti were more touching when, in the 
days of giving up country and livelihbod for their faith, 
they were humble and docile, than when prosperity and 
the patronage of their superiors, kindled that inflation 
which banishes the lowly, loving spirit. It was painful 
to hear Magrini criticising, as he did, old Malan, to find 
Setti assuming the airs of a gentleman, and the Madiai 
stepping beyond the circle of learners, into that of teachers, 
&c. But blame must be attached also to those who give 
them undue earthly prominence, and we must feel sure 
their own follies will correct them ; but all their dis- 
advantages should be considered, and the other not placed 
more above them than sense warrants, for in their turn, 
they may equally fall in the day of prosperity ; and their 
seeming superiority be proved to be the effects of a 
Idndlier Urth. Had a Mazzarella or a Magrini been 
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nursed on an Alpine side, they had been as a good 
Vaudois, more simple, truthful and humble. When we 
consider the diversity produced by the circumstances of 
life, it will be found that two very different sets of men 
and minds can seldom be broughjl; to act together ; and 
I believe it is for good; "concurrence" begets more 
vigilance, more activity. Reason therefore would strongly 
urge the supporting equally the two distinct churches 
likely to rise in Italy, one from the element spreading 
fix)m the Valdensian vallies, the other from that of the 
midland and southern Italian mind ; each will be blessed 
in its own sphere, and the diversities produce the 
unity which will inherit the skies ! Man is too apt to 
overlook the Hand that is ruling, and to measure all 
things by his own ideas; and that bane of humanity, 
party spirit, is too rampant; yet what a noble under- 
taking it would be to love truth apart from all such. 
What a low, base, and blinding evil the love of party is ! 
civil, ecclesiastical, social. It is unworthy of beings who 
should have no prejudice, who are citizens of heaven. If 
we could learn to weigh all things in the balance of the 
sanctuary, and to set aside ourselves, and judge people 
and things in the abstract ; surely there would be more 
correct judgment. Humanity is seldom more base than 
when party spirit pervades it ; it is then sin and Satan 
are busy, and the fruits of the flesh predominate. It is 
difficult, perhaps impossible, to love as we should. But is 
it so to be fair and just P Perh aps one way to arrive at such 
conduct, is by being slower in our opinions; by weighing 
and considering maturely ; by sitting in judgment on our 
ot€n motives, before we venture an assertion, or heed, or 
spread anything we hear : for I am persuaded that one 
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great reason of the faulty judgments current in this life, 
is the low walk of the Christian! the real Christian 
I mean. And though they must come into contact 
with the mere professor, whose motives must necessarily 
be less noble, less unselfish, &c. ; yet, if thet/ were 
in full realization of all they ought to be, a great 
check must and would be given to the false statements, 
and incorrect views of the other party. That the 
believer can be just, noble, and true, we find by the 
words of Paul to the Ephesians — "put oflf** and "put 
on," "speak truth," &c. There is then a power in 
man which would carry him to do all he touched, right 
well, for he would be acting out that " new man," which 
is " renewed in the spirit of his mind," and there is no 
presumption in this ! The living principles of the living 
God belong to His children, and can be acted out, and 
brought to bear on every fraction of their existence ; and 
it is the not giving full credit to this sublime and energiz- 
ing truth, that keeps the Believer stunted and too often 
troubled and sad. We may see this want of confident 
faith strongly exhibited in the 78th Psalm, where all the 
dilemmas and misfortunes of the old Israelites arose from 
not living up to their privileges. I shall be told that 
allowance must be made for the various states of progress 
in faith, and the spiritual life, and that all are not gifted 
with that deamess of vision some possess ; and I grant it 
to a certain extent ; but I ask, if true faith does not 
always beget true humility, will not this principle lead to 
much correct judgment, by making the less-gifted lean on 
the higher minds of others P However it be, one and all 
should strive to rise more and more, and carry into the 
whole life, the energizing principles of a pure &ith ; this 
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will prove the guide through the labyrinth of subtleties, 
and insincerities, man encounters in the world. Difficult 
indeed it is to " know and be known." Even the choicest 
spirits on earth get strange judgments from their fellow- 
men, which, leads me to speak of one, some consider hete- 
rodox, yet it would seem hard to say so, after reading 
some such sentiments as the following. I extract a page 
fipom a diary of 1845 at Rome. " The last days have 
been days of depression, but if we look to the right place, 
aid comes, and it came to me, in a visit from a man of 
God. I was alone, reflecting on life, when Mr. T. Erskine 
was announced ; and I note some of his conversation — 
how can he be thought wanting ? He was so exquisitely 
beautiful on the love of God ; Duty, he maintains as a 
pillar, and a strong one, of the fabric ; but Love, is that 
which best fulfils the Law, and gives pleasure to Duties. 
As the rising of the sap alone fructifies, so does the Spirit 
of God, entering in, and flowing through every member, 
produce the fruits ; no fruits are fastened to a tree, they 
can only come through the internal life or sap. Some 
might fancy a love of religious reading, was religion ; taste 
might be pleased, but that was not the Eternal Life, the 
living with God, which was the only sound religion, and 
consisted in the assimilation of our will to that of the 
divine ; then the soul waits on God. ' Open thy mouth 
wide and I will fill it,' ' delight thyself in the Lord,' and 
the ' voice will be heard, saying, ' This is the way, walk ye 
in it,'" and he quoted that striking expression, (Prov. 
XV. 28). The studying to answer, so different to man's 
acting, which is too often hasty and self-willed. On our 
Lord's being a Mau of Sorrows, how interesting were his 
thoughts. He was acquainted with grief, and His fol- 
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lowers must follow Him in this, for the world was still 
what it was then, still in error, still hating truth, stiU 
averse to real godliness, still loving what gave Christ His 
death ; consequently, those who were His, would be hated 
as He was ! On the Spirit also pervading the Believer, 
and bringing them into the same feelings with Christ, &c.» 
he spoke, as only those can who are the- Lord's ! And so 
he came with a message to me, and I was cheered ; and 
during our whole life we shall see how wonderfully loving 
is God. It is a trite saying, those who watch a Provi- 
dence shall ever find one ! According to our need we 
have all good things ! We have at sundry times the 
props our weakness requires, and the greatest,, are those 
true friendships we are occasionally blessed with ; and 
for some few years I was indebted to that of one, to whom 
I have already alluded, and who brightened many a day. 
Though younger in the years of time, the Rev. R. 
Maxwell Hanna possessed that matured mind, that holy 
spirit, which rendered him more than able to assist me ; 
and there was a playfulness which enlivened our inter- 
change of thought and feeling on books and people. I 
consider him to have been one of my choicest blessings ; 
he was given to me at a time of dreariness and struggle, 
and withdrawn, when I could better do without him ; 
though there seemed a sad chasm when I could no longer 
refer to his judgment on all I read and thought. My 
husband also was very fond of him. At Florence in that 
eventful 1849-50 we first knew him, and a correspondence 
began at Genoa in '51, which continued till he slept in 
Jesus in *57. I will transcribe some passages from his 
letters, as they will interest. He was loved by many, and 
a warm eulogy was given on him in one of the public 
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papers at the time of his demise. I shall not transcrihe 
lengthily, but there are observations on books, &c., which 
are pleasing to most who think, or to those acquainted 
with the places and people to whom they refer : — 

•'Florence, Oct 1851. 

" Have you seen Fairbaim of Saltoun's new book on 
Ezekiel P It is no flimsy production, but a solid substan- 
tial work which does honor to a theologian, and reminds 
one of Durham, or some of the good old heavy divines. 
It is no trifle to read it through, but then it rewards the 
labor, and though you might not go along with the expo- 
sition, I think you would value the book. I confess I 
am becoming more and more inclined to those solid works, 
in which the old Puritan comes out anew, and of which 
you feel when you have done with^hem, that you have 
read a book. The passage you quote on Ezekiel is quite 
as misty as the text. I do not know the author, but it 
may likely be from an article by Horatius Bonar, who, in 
my humble judgment, is injuring his reputation by writing 
a great deal too much. His Ktfle book, "Truth and 
Error,'* is the best thing he ever wrote ; in his last works, 
there seems a writing against time." 

"Dec, '51. 

" I was much interested with your very graphic sketch of 
your new clergyman. I am quite of your opinion about the 
truisms of his discourse, and I don't care for those people 
who glory in being of no party. In these days no man 
can take a decided stand without being of some party. I 
think he was right about the gift; of intellect, not being a 
thing to be highly esteemed. If it be dedicated to God, 
it is indeed to be prized ; but when a man makes such a 
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statement, one can't help suspecting that he may haye 
some notion that his own qualifications are not very small. 
I am now deep in the 3rd vol. of my friend Dr. Hanna's 
biography of Dr. Chalmers, and I know not that we 
could have a finer example of the high gifts of intellect 
laid on the altar of God." 

''Florence, Feb. 1852. 

'^ I am not sure that Pace takes matters in the philoso- 
phical spirit which you indicate, or has come to the 
conclusion her husband's death was the best arrangement 
after all ; but doubtless it is so. 

"I have not read Isaac Taylor's Meth9dism, but 1 
enjoyed his I. Loyola very much. It is remarkably dear, 
calm and judicious, perhaps almost too liberal ; but I do 
not like extremes, and his mind is too philosophic to run 
into extremes. He reminds me of Lord Campbell sum- 
ming up a case. He almost admits Ohost-atories, and in 
this he pleases my friend Mr. Tennyson, but he does not 
go far enough for him ! He certainly goes far enough for 
me ; but I admire the calm philosophic spirit that simply 
asks evidence and wiU quietly believe anything, if the 
evidence be sufficient. Dr. Chalmers said of Edward 
Irving's tongues, * that he was simply open to evidence on 
the subject,' and he took a most business way of regarding 
those extraordinary pretensions. 

" I think, in judging of a person's spiritual character, we 
must make all due allowance for natural temperament. 
Here is Mr. C — nail, radiant and beaming with the light 

of God : and here is Mr. D e, coming in to complain 

of a letter from , so snarling, that he says he 

could not answer such an epistle ! And in the same 
way religious biography brings out strange differences of 
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oharaoter. Cowper and Banyan's holy Mr. GiflFord were 
about as opposite as two men could be. Even in the 
Scriptures there is a marked difference. Martha and 
Mary, the one busy, bustling, practical — the other senti- 
mental and contemplatiye." 

** April, '62. 
Speaking of the Vaudois youth — "Dr. Stewart and 
I am very anxious to have some sent to Geneva for regular 
training, that they may preach the Gospel when the Lord 
opens a door, as that sort of spiritual Badicalism called 
Plymouthism, or whatever the name of that levelling 
system may be, needs to be counteracted. These days of 
growing error need in those who would teach the truth 
and defend it * against all the deadly/ a life-long study 
of the Word of God, and an entire dedication of time and 
talents to the Lord's work ; which cannot be effected 
without the setting apart and separating of some to the 
special duty of laboring in word and doctrine, even as in 
the days of the early Christians. The Vaudois Church 
is weak in numbers, and needs not only to be strengthened, 
but also to be provoked to jealousy by those who have 
not been a people heretofore. 

"Professor Stuart's works I admire only for their 
scholarship, and some of them I do not think very 
orthodox. 

4» # ♦ 4f « « 

" Trench is of course too Anglican and too Patristic, but 
his books are charming, with these exceptions. Not much 
depth but great beauty of thought; though generally 
borrowed, one can forgive him for putting it in such 
words. 

" Achilli's trial one cannot speak of. He does not cam.e 

1. 
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out with very clean hands ; and none will suspect him of 
being likely to occupy a place in the calendar of Saints. 
It is a most revolting affair altogether, though Dr. N.'s 
statement is proved to he a libel. I never thought weU 
of him. ♦ ♦ * I think it would be interesting 
and somewhat amusing if you should write to the Abb6 
Lammenais on his New Translation of the Gospels. He 
is a kind of Apostle of the Red Republic, and one would 
like to see what kind of defence he would make. I like 
your thorough-going style in these things, and at least 
the great truth of the Atonement might be pointed but 
to him. Dr. Keith is a little hot, and the rise in the 
thermometer is considerable when he defends his favorite 
theory ; but I do think he has overturned completely the 
Exposition (of Mr. Elliot's) on the ' Seals and the Wit- 
nesses.*' I cannot make out those Witnesses, and almost 
give up ail the expositions as unsatisfactory. ♦ ♦ ♦ 
I have been enjoying intensely a little book, not new, for 
I had it six years ago, ' The Philosophy of the Plan of 
Salvation,'' so full of thought, philosophic thought." 

" Genoa, Sep. '52. 
c< ♦ ♦ ♦ eccomi a Geneva ! I came to meet 
friends, Sheriff Jameson, &c. * * ♦ ♦ j cannot 
describe the pleasure and thankfulness with which I find 
that we are able to report progress here also. You have 
rpason to bless God that your stay here has not been in 
vain ; the work is progressing in a very singular manner, 
and I think we have every reason to hope, Genoa will be 
one of our most fruitful fields. I do think Admiral P. 
has great reason to thank God he was privileged to do so 
much in preparing the field, and ' breaking up the fallow 
ground.' There may be still some 'sowing among thorns,' 
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pur troppo — but * it is time to seek the Lord, till He come 
and rain righteousness upon us.''' 

" Florence, Dec. '52. 
" I have delayed longer than I ought iu answering 
your letter. The different subjects in Genoa, Cannes, and 
Plymouth ladies, were quite what one wishes to hear 
about, though the less one hears about the last the better. 
I cannot understand how any lady with the refinement of 
a lady, and the spirit of a Christian, can put herself for- 
ward to lecture at a reunion, or dispense the Communion 
elements ; and such a system is one of almost unmitigated 
eviL It is vain to take a position God's word forbids, 
and no one can pretend to serve the Lord by a palpable 
violating of BKs law. 

" I do not think B is infected with Plymouth 

ideas, beyond what is safely tolerable ; and indeed I have 
not much fear of that system, if people are really seeking 
to know the * mind of the Spirit.' Yet a few self-conceited 
people taking it up may do much harm for a time ; and 
we may not forget in charity, that zeal for God may carry 
some beyond the limits of His law. In such cases a kind 
word and firm adherence to that which is written as the 
only rule that any Christian dare take, may do more than 
any argument. ♦ ♦ * 

"I have been grieved, but not surprised to hear of 
Mazzarella ; and indeed he needs very much, if he has 
* the root of the matter' in him, and it must be acknow- 
ledged he was not judiciously treated by certain friends 
here, which gave him an importance in his own eyes, and 
made him wise in his own conceit ; pur troppo, he did 
not need it. 

" I regret much the Geneva frienda Kave «vxfik ^ 

\.1 






148 LIFE lines; 

jealousy of the Vaudois Ch. Mr. J n had a discus- 
sion with some of them on the subject, and Col. T n 

took it in dudgeon. It is sad to see these divisions.'* 

" Florence, March, '53. 

« ♦ ♦ * ^e are getting on quietly, though 
these Plymouth ladies would try the patience of a Saint 

sometimes. I am sorry Mr. W should be so much 

led by them. They took offence at our Vaudois friend 

Mr. Ot dispensing the Communion. And Miss J 

held a meeting, at which she presided, expounded, and 
did all but break the bread. I had a long discussion 

chez one of them with Mr. W , in whichl discovered 

how marvellously ill-digested his views were, as he yielded 
every point, but the right of the brethren to break bread, 
which is not a point I should ever think of making a great 

fight about. I went to find out Miss J , to lecture 

her on the scandal of which she was guilty, in taking a 
place which was expressly forbidden in the Kble, but she 
managed to shy me, and hence I administered the dose to 

Miss W . I do not like these soft buttery people, 

who are always calling one, * Dear Mr. So-and-so,' and 
keep smiling on with a look of great meekness and 
demureness, while with other people they strive to in- 
sinuate such mischievous errors. I am glad that I have 
thoroughly gauged the whole set, and more shallow people 
in argument and scripture knowledge I have never met, 
at least amongst those who make any pretension to teach 
others." 

" April, 1853. 

" On my return from Rome I find your letter. I 
spent a busy fortnight. * ♦ * Here we are getting 
.91 BB nsoal. The Plymouth ladies quarrelling among 
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themselves, which is pleasant and refreshing, on the 
ground that when thieves fall out, &c., according to the 
proverb. The party, however, are making progress in a 
peculiar sense, and they have sent me a document which 
would astonish some of our simple friends at home. Per 
eaempio, they deny that our Saviour's example should be 
necessarily the rule of His people, on the ground that the 
Spirit had not then descended on the Church. The more 
I see of that party, the lower is the estimate that I am 
compelled to form, both of their understanding and their 
heart This is strong language, perhaps, but I do not 
wish to judge harshly; and I think my knowledge of 
them justifies it.* 

" I have only read part of Miller's England, but all he 
writes is worth reading. You asked me about Trench. 
His 'Study of Words and Lessons in Proverbs' are 
admirable in their way, which very likely is not your 
way. I have got almost everything of Trench's, and 
welcome anything new from him. His work on the 
Miracles is especially admirable. I do not understand 
the merits of your Church quarrel at Cannes, and there- 
fore do not presume to meddle with it. I was surprised 

* The observations made on the " Plymouth Brethren/* or Darbyites, 
as they are called in some parts, are painfully true ; and one conld imagine 
Mr. Hanna writing from Cannes itself. There have been good people, 
and are, of that denomination, but to those who reflect, it is soon apparent 
that they must fall into grievous error. There is great ignorance in general 
on human nature, great want of sound judgment, much spiritual pride, 
much of that " stand off, I am holier than thou,*' and a necessary tendency 
to Antinomianism more or less developed, and a fearful judg^g of those 
who, not joining them, are placed beyond the pale of the Church ; and cer- 
tainly it has been owing to their clique here, that the reputation of a most 
innocent person has been grievously injured — without any well-proved 
misconduct, on the appearance of an *' indiscretion,'* that, to generous 
minds, would at once have carried the presumptive evidence of purity and 
right ; a lady was so injured by nothing but the little battles of that party, 
as to be forced to leave the plaice. 
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to see so quiet a person as coming out with 

a letter to the Christian Times ! What have you done 

to poor Mr. B r — ? You see what comes of people 

being Arminians, and not having sense enough to under- 
stand Calvinism. Had that man been a Calvinist, he 
would have eaten roast beef and drunk bitter ale, like a 
Christian, meme 4 votre table, Madame. 

*' Where do you get all your poetry P it is all new to 
me. I scarcely ever read hymns, and prefer our old stiff 
sturdy Scotch psalms to any Church hymns I have ever 
seen. I hold they are more thoroughly poetical than any 
hymns we have, and a better version than any other. 
They do not aim at fine words, but as giving the simple 
force of the original as literally as is at all consistent with 
metre," 

" Nov. '53. 
« ♦ * * I spent some time in Edinbro', partly 

with the B family at the Grange. Mr. Barbour 

had suffered much. I hope I was of some use to him in 
cheering him. I do not know anywhere a more Q-od- 
fearing household. It was interesting too that Isaac 
Taylor occupied my bedroom last winter, and wrote there 

his lectures on Hebrew Poetry. Mrs. B bears her trial 

beautifully, and used to talk to me daily of her children 
taken from her so soon, but taken to Him whom they 
had known so early. She says, she suffered more before 
their death from her anxiety about their highest good, 
than she has suffered since ; and she is quite cheerful and 
happy ; it would amuse you to hear her reading a psalm 

like Andrew B . I do like cheerfulness, when we can 

be cheerftd without forgetting God. ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

" We seem to have many friends. We miss the Sen- 
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Iiouses of course ; they are the greatest blank I think in 
our society,** 

" Florence, March, '54. 

" ♦ ♦ ♦ These Plymouth people are most 
provoking) especially from their tortuous mode of working, 
which one would be ashamed to imitate. I fear they 
will do much to break up the Evangelical party in Italy, 
as the Italians are so much inclined to division as it is. 
Here the brethren have chosen among themselves seven 
deacons or elders, which is a step in the right direction ; 
and I hope the evil of undue female influence may in the 
end cure itself ; but the pity is, that the evil should exist 
at all, as people are always more disposed to jealousies 
and divisions than to self-denial, and hearty co-operation 
in the work of the One Lord. 

" What a happy specimen of confiision Nice seems to 
be. I have tried with most commendable pdtience (for 
which I plume myself, in want of better reasons of self- 
gratulation) to get to the bottom of those affairs, and I 
think 1 understand them. At least, if I do not, nobody 
dse with whom I correspond does — it is a Babel of con- 
fusion V 

"Leghorn, Oct. 1854, 

" * * The Bagni di Lucca seems to be a nest 
of Bomish perverts. One lady (Hon. Mrs. Davidson) 
went over to Rome when I was there, and five others 
were spoken of, as on the point of moving in the same 
direction. Four of these I know, and I am glad I had 
an opportunity of talking the matter over with them, and 
giving them my mind very plainly, I found, of course, 
that their knowledge of the controversy was of the 
slenderest description, (though one of them is a young 
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Cambridge man), bat in general it seemed to me that 
religious convictions of any kind have very little to do 
with the matter. One of the parties is a Scotch Baronet, 
whom I was meeting almost daily, and who introduced 
me to the very people who became suspected : he is the 
last man I should have imagined to be troubled with 
religious scruples of any kind. But at the Bagni one 
gets a little behind the scenes, and I learnt a little of the 
secret influences which are brought to bear on the people 
whom the Romish party are anxious to win over," 

"Florence, 21st Oct., '54. 
" * * * I have been sadly occupied of late 
at Leghorn. I was called there by a telegraphic despatch 
from the consul, to bury poor Mr. Henderson and his son. 
In the three days of my absence, three of those to whom 
I had preached on Sunday the 9th, had been cut off. 
The third was old Mr. Beresford, of Carrara. Four of 
Mr. Henderson's contadini died also — ^in all seven deaths 
in that one villa. The sensation it caused in Leghorn 
was extraordinary. The very day of the faneral was the 
day fixed for the public thanksgiving for the cessation of 
the Cholera, and Mr, Henderson's name was attached to 
the publication, as one of the sanitary committee. He 
had signed it but a few hours before he was seized. His 
death was peacefcd, and he spoke of it calmly, trusting in 
his Redeemer's merits. He requested his niece to give 
his love to Dr. Stewart and myself. A few hours before 
his illness Mr. Huntington, the English clergyman, was 
walking with him in the garden, and on reminding him 
of my discourse on the Sunday evening, Mr, Henderson 
grasped his hand with great warmth, and said, ^Ayel 
grace to help in time of need ! And the time has come 
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now.' It is strange I had no prepared discourses with 
me at the time, and was led to extemporize a sermon on 
that passage^ not knowing at the time how nearly it met 
the case of some who were never to hear a preached gos- 
pel more. On the Smiday night it had formed the subject 
of conversation in the family that in three days more saw 
two of its members lowered into the tomb. No family in 
Leghorn were more strictly brought up, and Mr. H. lived 
np to the light he had. 

" You have a great gain in having Mrs. Stuart Menteith 
with you, I gave her 'Lays' to Tennyson and Mrs. 
Browning ; the former liked them very much ; I have 
not heard Mrs. B*s opinion. I mentioned something of 
Macaulay's Lays of Ancient Rome, (favorites of mine) to 

Mrs. B , and she said with provoking coolness, * Yes 

— ^very good — but not much in them; better, however, 
than Scott." I think she is precisely right as to their 
being better than Scott, but I insist there is much in 
them. 

Bemember the very perfection of our Christianity is to be 
triumphant over those things that would disturb us — we 
do not hear any more complaint from Paul about his 
thorn after he had been told God's grace was sufficient 
for him. We are to triumph over those feelings that are 
strongest, and that must be kept under. There is much 
more than we imagine in the words which describe the 
meek and perfect One as * enduring contradiction.' 
There is no greater pleasure than that of which John 
Foster speaks— being victoriously good and triumphant 
over all that is provoking and annoying. Mrs. Stowe's 
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idea of St. Clair giving Topsy to the zealous Miss Ophelia, 
simply as raw material to make something out of her, is 
an admirable one. 

« « « 4F « « 

I quite agree with your ideas of our natural natures, and 
of God's thwarting them by the circumstances of our 
lives. I have been much struck of late with the last ch. 
of the book of Jonah, and I am afraid it presents a very 
common picture of man striving against God, The sins 
of thought we are far too prone to overlook, and to forget 
that the very thought of foolishness is sin. I do not 
think anything disturbs our peace more than this fretting 
against what God may lay on us. Ephraim, restless and 
impatient under the hand of God, only made his yoke 
more galling. We have too many plans of our own, and 
are too unwilling to be turned from them ; we think we 
would serve God more effectually in another place, or in 
another way, if it were allowed us, and we forget that the 
mastery over our own hearts may be the very way in 
which God requires us to serve Him, the very work He 
has given us to do. Henry Martyn, wearing out a life in 
what seemed a fruitless labor at the time, and leaving the 
example of endurance to the end, is a very noble picture. 
We ought to seek to 'attain to the highest perfection in 
whatsoever circumstances we are. If a door of outward 
usefulness be closed, we have a heart within to subdue 
in every thought to God, and we may gain as high a 
reward in that work, as the servant who labors amongst 
thousands to win souls to God. 

" Milan, August, 1855. 

" We visited the valleys of Piedmont. I was able to get 
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some information fliat may be useftd, ♦ ♦ ♦ had 
a pleasant meeting with Gen. Beckwith. His settling 
down in the yalley and laboring so long for the poor 
people is a moral phenomenon. He does not sympathize 
with their Presbyterianism, and is disappointed, that at 
the end of his long labors, he has not made them what he 
thinks a Church ought to be. I can sympathize with 
such a feeling, though truly thankful that he has not 
changed the constitution of an antient Church. There is 
much to be done to improve the social condition of the 
Vaudois. I saw De Sanctis at Turin. There was a 
congregation of about 70, but it was at eight o'clock, p.m., 
and his morning meeting may be larger. I went to see 
for myself, but think it unfair to criticize. De Sanctis 
was very civil, but did not seem at all cordial. I am sure 
my feelings to him are not changed, though I entirely 
disapprove his whole course of late. His Italian is 
beautiful. * * ♦ * ♦ You 

know the Italian lakes, but none is so lovely as the little 
one of Orta ; yet it is little known to tourists ; we must 
write it up and have justice done to it." 

« Sept. '55. 
" I enjojred my month's tour with the Lennoxes 
exceedingly ; it is rare to meet one like Mr. Lennox in 
whom benevolence is not a matter of feeling or impulse, 
but of principle. I suppose he gives away in works of 
charity, &c., about £2000 per annum. At least this is 
named as the lowest sum. But from himself you never 
hear a word of what he does this way ; and several large 
sums he put at my disposal for Italian matters he never 
mentioned to any one else ; and he has learnt to say ' No * 
as well as * Yes.' " 
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"Jan. '56. 
" I had smh a denunciation of Cannes people the 
other day in a letter. The substance is, that the good 
people at Cannes fast twice in the week, and give tithes 
of aU they possess, and have at least three prayer 
meetings : and during the interval they bite and devour 
one another like the dogs in Dr. Watts' hymn, ' For God 
hath made them so.' Such is the character you are 
acquiring abroad. We are in a much better state at 
Florence ; here the Scotch clergyman is tolerant and half 
in love with an English lady, and the English divine is 
fat and forbearing. 

" I have no difficulty about Psalm xlv. The imagery 
is drawn from the glorious reign of Solomon. The very 
allusion to the queen as a foreigner (ii. 10 compare 
1 Kings iii. 1.) has a reference to those who come from 
afar to join themselves to the Lord. The king's daughter, 
&c. ; all these are figures of honor and glory. This is 
quite the style of the prophets. Compare for a curious 
example the name Hephzibah in Isaiah Ixii. 4 and 5, and 
Beulah ' married,' in connection with a rojral miarriage — 
God rejoicing over the Church as a crowned (i. 39) and 
royal bride. Now I think it has been quite rightly 
inferred that the imagery was taken directly from 
Sezekiah's marriage to Hephzibah the mother of Ma- 
nasseh (2 Kings xxi.). These common things are 
'transformed and glorified* in such an application to a 
higher kingdom. 

" I think Dr. Hamilton"*s Royal Preacher would suit 
you, not to study certainly, for it requires no study, but 
to read. I like Trench, and like also to read such 
tffisound books as Maurice's, a far abler man than Trench, 
hut a dangerous one. 
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'Mr. Boucher is quite wrong about 'fruits.' A 
pastor^s business is to do his work faithfully — to ' plant 
and water.' The increase is God's. Henry Martyn's 
history on this point is noble." 

March, '56. 
***** apropos of the work in Tuscany, 
Dr. Stewart and I thought it would be a good thing and 
mpst interesting, if Ad. Pakenham* would draw up a short 
memorial of the beginning of the work. ; meeting with 
Lambruschini, the tract printing, Bible circulation, re- 
ipuons, his own process, &c., just an authentic record of 
what might be forgotten, to be of use hereafter. Ad. P. 
is the best person to do it, and that * day of small things ' 
may be remembered yet with thanksgiving by the Church 
of Christ in Italy. I know the details pretty well since 
I came here, but the period before 1850 I know very 
imperfectly. I am sure such a record of first beginnings 
will be interesting some day. As to your musings : I 
have been accustomed to consider the * glorious within,' 
as referring to sanctification. But the real and literal 
meaning is * within doors,' or * in the house.' Where the 
adorned Bride is represented as waiting in her father's 
house (v. 10) to be led away by the royal bridegroom. 
A literal meaning very often knocks in the head a very 
pretty theory, as it does not mean within herself (and 
internally) but that the king's daughter is adorned within 
doors ; but this does not interfere with your idea about 
inward adorning — the * ornament ' of the spirit within 
which even in God's sight is of great price. If you have 
Dr. Candlish' book on Genesis, the lecture on Abraham's 
burying Sarah is well worth attention. How you do 
* See last Note. 
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persist in abusing Calvinists without reading them. Do 
read some such Calvinist as Dr. Candlish, and not some 
old musty writer of the dried up school, whom nobody 
reads now-a-days. But lior one protest that Calvinists 
do not hold the ideas you charge them with. 

"I do not consider Psalm ex.. 7 'as referring to our 
Lord's humiliation/ quite the contrary, * he shall drink 
of the running brook, and then refreshed shall continue 
his pursuit, till all his enemies are scattered." ' 

'* Florence, June, '56. 
" * * * * Solamto hear no more ; well, 

you ought to have taken the matter in hand as did. 

I must then give up for lack of argument. " H ne faut 
pas chercher — il faut prendre," as M. Pilatte said to- 
Dr. Schafter. ' You may woo where you will, but must 
wed where your wife is ' — the old Scotch proverb says. 
* * * I dare say I may get away in a month, but out 
of spite, malice, anger, and revenge won't visit Cannes. 
The prettiest goose in Florence — who was not a goose 
however, left a month ago, and there is nobody worth 
troubling one's head about— and indeed it is perhaps wrong 
to trouble one's head about anybody. Our great business 
is the kingdom of God and His righteousness, and I sup- 
pose wives, husbands, and such like are * added ' if we are 
likely to be the better for them. 

" Have you read Hedley Vicars P It is simple and 
natural, and not too long. Poor Douglas Macgregor's 
letter at the end is so boyish and yet so manly, so full of 
fine feeling and of a ' better hope," that one values more 
those brave fellows who fell in the Crimea ; I do believe 
that little volume will serve the cause of God, and that 
H. V. may be as blessed in death as in life. 
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*' Mrs. M. has recovered from her long illness, but still 
adheres to homoeopathy. To me it seems like sweetening 
the Lake of Geneva with a lump of sugar, but it is idle 
to talk to anyone who takes up the system. 

" You ought to go to England ; it is self-willed not to 
go, and there is no comfort in self-will." 

"Jan., 1857. 
« « » » J fQQj, fg^ ijQyg ^Qiiid bear your 

critical tests, and perhaps few girls either, unless they had 
reached the age of your clever niece — not the * charming 
one ' who is above criticism and dwells apart, but the one 

who has mind enough to prefer. Candlish to ; 

perhaps you yourself when you were a young lady of fifteen 
were not quite perfection, if people had been disposed to 
look out for a fault. You try by too hard a test. Solomon 
has some old fashioned remarks about the use of the rod 
as an instrument of education, implying that boys in 
general have defects in character, and that a good beating 
is sometimes essential. We don't find many of these 
little angel-boys and girls in these parts, and make a 
liberal deduction for defects of character, and then set 
ourselves to make the best of our materials, never very 
good' at any time. Is not this the truest theory P 

"Well, we shall say no more about ladies who are 
clever ; a clever woman is sometimes a bore, perhaps the 
goose is the better choice of the two. * II faut avoir aimer 
Mml. de Stael pour savourer le bouheur d' aimer une bete/ 
Talleyrand said when he gave up the clever Necker for 
Mme. Grand. 

"Ad- Pakenham is a wise man to lay down broad 
sound principles, and stick to them, and not trouble 
himself with questions, neither he nor any other person 
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can solve. I think there will be degrees in glory, as there 
will be degrees in punishment ; but it is not for us to 
enter into minutiaB on matters in which we know but in 
part. I heard the other day one of the English bishops 
giving a most minute and elaborate account of the glories 
and employments of heaven, from the words, * eye hath 
not seen, nor ear heard, neither have entered into the 
heart of man,' (1 Cor. ii. 9). How it entered into the 
heart of the bishop to preach a sermon in opposition to 
his text, I cannot conceive. 

"Fancy your sa3ring wants a wife. But 

that prosing people to death is a mistake, ^it is better to 
send them away longing, than loathing/ the old Seceder 
said of his people, and he was right. I had a long con- 
versation with Lord John Russell about our Italian 
aflEedrs. What a»pleasant person he is, not cut up and 
tied down with red tape. 

" ♦ ♦ ♦ Mrs. Browning is the most etherialized 
creature I have ever known ; a wondrous mind held by 
a thread to a wondrous feeble body. Her little boy at six 
writes little poems of his own accord. Here is his first 
verse of his last on Saul and David. 

Saul was a king, 
And he was very ill. 
But David took a harp, 
And played him a beautiful song, • 

And he got a little better. 

" Mr. Browning, who has also written on Saul and 
David, declares that the child's is better than his. 

" My letters being returned, I transcribe from one the 
lunt I gave at that time of a marriage to which I 
tUnded* 
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" * * it is not always people are as blessed as has 
been latterly seen here. Thinking to do good, the spinster 
dame, Mdlle. C — , fanned the flame of sentiment (for 
true love is not so managed) between the youth A — n 
and her friend Fanny G— r. Nothing could be more 
imprudent, they had not a sous between them, and when 
Fanny saw A. more closely, her heart misgave her. 
However, her word was given, so she gave her hand ; 
and they were to live on faith, take house, furnish, get 
pensionnaires, &c. &c., all on faith. On the 1st May, we 
attended the nuptial benediction. Never bride looked less 
radiant, and for the following weeks sad and long was her 
phiz ; being delicate, and finding the illusions of sentiment 
(for as I said, lave was not) departing, and Squire A — of 
weak capacity, was tant-soit-peu, more meddling than a 
penniless youth should be, Mdlle. — began, to repent 
herself of her match-making, and to trust that Fanny 
might be translated to " brighter regions," her weakened 
finmie holding forth its probability — when lo, the strong 
robust A — felt one Monday some slight pains, and the 
Sunday following they had the satisfaction of placing him 
in the Cimetidre ! It was the most perfect thing of the 
kind I ever heard of— as Mrs. M. observed, if the Lord's 
people err from lack of judgment, the Lord comes to the 
rescue — one cannot speak in this way to the worldling — 
but it is encouraging ! ! 

In this same letter on our Church question, I add: 
" Mrs. 8. St — t has shewn herself a decided champion ; she 
wrote a beautiful letter to Mr. T. R. W., expressive of her 
views, and disclaiming those letters which had gone forth 
in the Christian Tim^« without her knowledge, &c. Mr. W. 
replied by "special pleading," which she answered. Ad. P. 
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saw that letter ; all she does is sensible, quiet and gentle. 

Mrs. S. M. has been a little fettered by her love for 

— ^-, nevertheless she has spoken out her opinion, and 

so did Mr. S. M to . Much unfairness 

has been used. " F. J. P.'' 

The answer was characteristic, but I will not give it 
wholly ; he is, however, agreeably caustic * ♦ * I 

own has not enough malice, &c., and so I 

broke out in eulogies of my friend, Mrs. P , as really 

worth dozens of common-place, good-natured, good-for- 
Hothing women, who agree with everybody and every- 
thing. She is not your sort of superior woman, nor my 
sort either. I like a person who is slightly crazed, and 
she is really perfect in her own department ; so that you 
are quite wrong, (as you very often are, it must be ad- 
mitted, entre nous, though we never acknowledge it to 

the general public !) in your argument. , 

is at the head of her class, but you are in a different form. 
Mrs. M is of course quite right, as was to be ex- 
pected, but your training has been different, and you don't 
make allowance for different kinds of superiority. Fancy 
clever little Lady Vemey sending me a treatise on arith- 
metic by herself, with dismal distinctions about fractions, 

decimals, and all dry things. Now set down Mrs. P 

to write a chapter on divmon and multiples^ and where 
would she be ? 

" The matter being thus authoritatively settled, I am 
sorry you have had so much trouble with that Church 
quarrel, and glad and thankful that you have been so 
forgiving. In a short time what will our little quarrels 
be? And Mr. W.'s "pale ale" and Parmesan — I am 
glad you have liked Mrs. S. M and Mrs. S. M you. 
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« « « « • 

Such an infinity of mischief arises from the habit of 
e?il speaking, that I will retrace a few years to allude to 
a circumstance that occurred, and which increased my 
intimacy with this dear friend. I would not interrupt 
my extracts, but reserved it till the close. 

It was late in the spring of 1854, that a family came 
to spend a little time at Cannes, and Ad. P. paid them a 
visit. On his return he came up to my room, lookiog 
sad, and said, *' You will be much pained at what I have 

learnt from Mrs. M . Mr. Hanna is, after all, a 

thoroughly disreputable flirting man.*' " I never will 
believe this;" but A. P. feared it was true. I turned it in 
my mind, but what could I do ? continue on friendly 
terms with such a man— no, that could not be ! give him 
up on report — no, that would be imjust. I therefore 
took up my pen, and asked him, how, under such circum- 
stances, would he act, would he ask an explanation? &c. 
In reply, " I write a hurried line as you ask one soon. 
I think such a case as you put, is but too common in 
this sinful world, and if you have met anyone who 
walked from his earliest days above aU the sins and faults 
of an evil world, I have met none such. Certainly it 
was neither Mc Chejme nor Hewitson, both of whom had 
many faults that no biographer is bound to make note of, 
but which they themselves wept over in secret, as sins 
against God. And as to the course to be adopted in such 
a case as you put — the case is clear ; frankness, open- 
ness, a full statement to your friend of what you have 
heard, and of the worst features of the case ; as also an 
explicit mention of the parties from whom you heard it, 
for no Christian man or woman has a right to make any 
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statement in private, which he or she shrinks from 
asserting pubKcly. This I think is the clear difference 
between slander and honesty, as no one has a right to 
receive in confidence a statement injurious to another. 
And I always conclude there must be something very far 
wrong about the person who tells an injurious story about 
another without allowing their name to be used in autho- 
rity for it. If it should be true, your future feelings 
should be regulated by the manner in which it is 
received. If the person be a hypocrite he will likely 
resent it — if a child of God, he will not shrink from 
acknowledging to a fellow-creature a sin that he has 
acknowledged before God. I do not think there is any 
one who has attained to any great perfection, who has 
not made some very great mistake, or been led into some 
very great error, that has humbled him before God, 
broken for ever all confidence in himself His present holi- 
ness is perhaps the fruit of long years of sorrow and 
brokenness of heart for some sin which he can never 
forget, and which as a sin * ever before him,' keeps him 
humble. This is, I believe, the case with the best people 
in this earth, and the man who does not know something 
of this in his own experience, has not made very deep 
discovery of the deceitfulness of his own heart. I don't 
like to meet people who have had no faults ; and I know 
of ONE only who was tempted like as we are, yet without 
fiin. I write in great haste, but I am sure I have indi- 
cated the right course for you to pursue. 

" Very sincerely yours, 

"B. Maxwell Hanna." 
On this I wrote him the whole story, as detailed by 
M— -n, to whom I had previously declared my in- 
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iention, and foolishly promised to conceal her name. 
Tho answer was long : it began, ** I am sure I gave you 
the right advice in the case put to me, and I cannot 
complain when the same principles are applied to my- 
self; I rather tlumk you with my whole heart that you 
have resolved to know the truth, painful as it may be to 
you to write, and to me to speak of matters so very 
personal. You may, perhaps, know something of the 
opening of wounds which you had hoped years had 
healed, or of the intense feeling with which one shrinks 
from laying open feelings with which, perhaps, others 
can have little sjnnpathy ; but, I believe, had those who 
have spoken of me, acted as you have done, they would 
have been saved from what I cannot but think wrong, 
viz., speaking harshly of one whose reputation is not his 
own, without seeking to know the whole truth. Painful, 
as it is, I enter on this matter with no wish to palliate 
or excuse — God forbid! but to state the simple truth, 
whether it be to my shame or not.'' He then proceeds to 
say, it was at the time that he was engaged at Pan to Miss 

C B , in 1847, and fully appreciated the family, 

&c. His health not being strong the marriage was delayed, 
till at Eome, in 1848, he got a letter, which inexpres- 
sibly agitated him ; in fine, a lady he had been thrown 
with, but of whom he had never thought, and to whom 
he bad never acted but as a friend in peculiarly painfrd 
family circumstances, had fallen in lov/e with biTn, and 
was sick unto death ! and her friend writes and conjures 
him to wed her. He was alone, perplexed, overcome. 
He copied the letter, and sent it in confidence to a 

married sister of Miss C. B , to know her thoughts, 

feeling he had nothing to conceal, conscious be was 
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blameless as regarded Miss M., &c. • The answer came 
from the husband, accusing him of deliberate villainy, 
&c. &c. It ended by the breaking off of the engage- 
ment. Evidently, had Mrs. B been a wise woman 

much pain would have been spared; but, as is often 
the case, he was misunderstood, and Mr. B.*s violence 
occasioned conduct that might have been avoided, &c. 
The whole letter was very touching. His feeling he 
had acted wrong, that he ought at once to have de- 
stroyed the letter of Miss M.'s friend, &c., he submitted 
his mind to pious friends, but wait through much agony 
of mind. And, * after all,' adds he, ' I have been the 
greatest sufferer in these things. Miss B., eighteen 
months afterwards, married an English clergyman, and 

Miss M , after leading me into circumstances which 

bound her to me in such a way as few women could be 
bound, and after an engagement of three years, fell 
in love with her doctor ! broke off her ei^agement with 
me, and married about a year ago ; and this after writing 
her journal daily for me ; writing to me for years, and 
reading according to my directions, &c. ; and what is 
strangest of all, I am compelled to say, if she was not a 
Christian lady, when I knew her, I could not believe 
any living woman to be such. Tou cannot wonder now 
that I should be at a loss to account for woman's feeling/ 
He says his health suffered. In a second letter on the 
8ubje0t.he speaks so usefully, I must give it, for it must 
do good : * I was very wrong, I trusted in my own in- 
tegrity, in an unblemished name — that poor stay was 
broken. Had I been the cold-hearted person you were 
^old I was, I should have got into no difficulty, and 
no mistakes. I do not believe in broken hearts 






OBy GOD*S WORK IN A HUMAN BEING. 167 

now, but I was young enough to believe in such a thing 
then, and I was weak enough to believe that several 
(drcumstanoes, which were very peculiar and singular, 
and (I am ashamed to own it) a very vivid dream which 
gave me the deep and uncomfortable impression before- 
hand of what was coming, though I resisted such weak- 
ness ; I believed that Providence was thus directing me. 
I am persuaded now that all this is delusion ; that the 
Bible is our rule ; that the broad rules of integrity and 
uprightness are plain enough, and that we should make 
no account whatever of what we call the leadings of 
Providence, when they are in any degree opposed to the 
rple of God's word. I do, indeed, know that God leads 
the blind by a way that he knows not of; that He 
hedges up his way with thorns — with thorns — that He 
guides us by a pillar of doud and a pillar of fire. But 
I believe we are very apt to mistake when we make 
•such Providences in any way our guides, or trust to 
Gbd's directing us in such a way. Of course we in- 
terpret such Providences beforehand, according to our 
own fancy, and it is only aftewards we find we have 
been following a delusion. * ♦ * * It is painful 
to speak of all this ; but my best friends know it all, 
and are my best friends still. What I do shrink from 
with abhorrence is laying open my feelings to a vulgar 
mind which cannot understand such things. It is no 
doubt good for me to have gone through all this, and 
proved the hollowness of all human afiection. No doubt 
God overrules our errors for our good. But what I feel 
much is, that I have been presente4 in a light entirely 
opposite to the truth. It seemed to be cold-heartedness, 
wUle it was an appeal to my feelings of pity for a 
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sufferer that overcame me. If people had said that I 
was silly, sentimental, romantic, and a fool, they would 
— have said the very truth.' ♦ ♦ ♦ * 

« « « » « 

" Woe to any man if God should judge him hy the 
rules of a harsh world, that takes up an accusation with 
vehemence, and will not even ask if a defence is pos- 
sible ! 

"God knows it is painful to write all I have; but 
your frankness demands it. I do not ask the informant's 
name. I should have made no use of it ; I trust I should 
have been kept from thinking evil of her. But for her 
own sake, apart from myself, I think she was wrong in 
speaking evil of a minister of Christ, without even 
asking * what led him into evil P' or, 'had he repented of 
it before God P' And you were wrong to give a promise 
of confidence when a reputation was at stake. But 
having given your word, keep it. I had hoped these 
things were at rest. ♦ ♦ ♦ You know what my life 
has been during four of the years I have spent since 
then. I have not lived in a comer, or spent my time 
trifling with ladies' feelings, for people think the very 
opposite of me. You can judge whether these things 
are true. I have told you in what I was wrong, and I 
should thank the man who made me to^ know an error 
of which I was not conscious, that I might be saved 
from evil. 

" Believe me, very sincerely, yours, 

" E. Maxwell Hanna." 

Thus I bid flarqwell to one of the most heavenly- 
minded men I have known — a gentle, loving spirit, 
free from guile— an acute penetrating mind — intellect 



OR, god's wobk in a human being. 

would have been perhaps its snare, and at an early age 
for a man, God called him "up higher," to give him 
that perfect joy, the shadow of which was denied him on 
earth! The broken heart of earth met no kindred 
heart! It lived and died alone, as to thai tie of 
human love it would have enjoyed, but friends, kind 
and valued, watched by the bed of the departing, and 
truest friendship was there to cheer and soothe, while 

the everlasting arms of Love itself were beneath him ! 

• • « • » 

Some few years have passed since this friend slept in 
Jesus. Cannes is now becoming known; the tout en- 
semble of the place has much changed. One pen has 
eulogized it in girlish strains of rhapsody, which have 
somewhat injured it, as more than one party came, and 
le&f when they found not the Paradise described. How- 
ever, in sober reaHty, it is a spot that pleases by its 
peculiarly cheerful look, and April, May, and June, are 
its most &voured months ; but the influx of visitors will 
destroy much that endeared it to those who liked quiet. 
The shore is considerably spoiled by the railroad, and the 
numerous large hotels and other buildings will soon con- 
vert it into a huge watering-place. Then will come ballsy 
assemblies, and such like ; and though they need not be 
attended, their very propinquity is displeasing to the 
serious mind. No spot now but will tell of the "run- 
ning to and fro," of the hubbub and bustle of common 
life. There was one favourite walk, and I find a de- 
scription given of the seat where so many times we sat* 
And now, farewell ! The uniform embankment cuts it 
in twain. But listen to what it was. At our feet the 
dear, tranquil Mediterranean rippled its tiny waves on 
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the sand beach. A double sort of bay lay before you, 
fonned by the jutting out of a piece of land, on part ol 
which is a portion of the little town of Cannes. The 
old parochial church, and the chevalier tower, with 
some houses, crown the rising ground, while the lower 
forms a sort of quay, ending in a light-house at the pier- 
head. Beyond is the other bay, or gulph of Napoul, 
bounded by the picturesque Esterelles, which appear 
bold and romantic when you come not fresh from the 
land of the Alps ! To the left, another tongue of land 
stretdies into the sea, artistically adorned by low craggy 
rocks, against which the sea plays invitingly; to the 
right, verdant hills of varied size and shape extend into 
the far distance, some topped with villages reminding of 
Italy. Fancy this scene, and then add an air fragrantly 
perfumed, the birds warbling, — "the voice also of the 
turtle is heard," so you may know the season, and can 
picture it as one of nature's dainty days, in one of her 
daintiest spots! the southern sun not yet enervating, 
and the whole scene lighted up with those luxurious 
tints, telling " of the out-goings of the evening which 
rejoice" — all speaks pleasurably. "The pastures are 
clothed with flocks, and the valleys give promise of 
com ;" and it may be thought how meditations would 
arise, how life could be discussed, and the old proverb 
voted true, Le vent qui coure, change la gironette et non 
la tour. Sometimes one wondered that "human feelings 
could throw a shade over the goodliest scenes our God 
has made," and then we were read a lesson, for the sua 
dipping behind the hills would flood in deep, glowing, 
golden purple the whole landscape, so harmonizing 
kven and earth, the thought of sadness would depart, 
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and the holy truth succeed ; that no sorrow lay too deep 
for the sympathy of Him whose love makes " earthly 
pleasures dross and earthly sorrow light." 

And I cannot turn away from this, our favourite walk, 
without alluding to one who often enjoyed it with us, 
one who shrinks from observation, but one who has 
cheered many an hour, and whose entire Christian bearing 
has gained great hold of our affections, and proves what 
I have before adverted to, the kindness of our God to 
His children, giving them bright beams when clouds 
droop around. This dear friend, and his genial, clever 
wife, have been precious boons to me! and to many 
others also, whom their pretty home welcomes with 
genuine hospitality; "La Bruydre" will not soon be 
forgotten. 

For those who sorrow as I have lately sorrowed, 
may not the page from my diary help them, if of 
themselves they feel not the same. 

"13th March, 1861. 

" When we read of the glorious words of Jesus to the 
Churches, is it possible to be cast down under any trial P 
and in that of bereavement is there not sweetness P It 
does not come as the chastisement that roots out sin ; 
which lays on us the scourge of Satan, in order to force 
out the words of Job: *I abhor myself in dust and 
ashea' No ! I like not to count the loss of beloved 
ones in Christ, a chastening. They are in bliss ; they 
are present with the Lord ; their loss raises no fiery tem- 
pest in the soul ; no murmurs, no anger ; there is the 
calm, quiet submission ; there is a confidence, a joy in 
Qod, the soothing influence of holy resignation ; we would 
not offend their memories by any sort of bitterness ; even 
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in the first shock of grief, there is the holy sorrow, and 
the veil of love cast over all the world has of false and 
hollow ; with the keen glance, that looks to, and receives 
from, God, the pity for our woe, the sympathy, the com- 
fort He gives ! The deep sorrow of separated affection 
has a sublime repose, a sacred stillness that flies the 
common objects of life, and finds its true consolation 
in God, Oh ! there is a holy joy in true sorrow that is 
blessed ; and we owe this to the loved one. We cannot 
tell them now all we experience, but they are ever blessed 
to us I We have looked to them for soothing it may be, 
and in God's way they are such still ; they did us good 
on earth; they were our blessing on earth, and they 
are a blessing in heaven ; their precious memory cheers, 
and we can see in their lives and departures the tender 
love and care of our God ; thus they increase our faith, and 
through them God speaks. How precious they become !" 

In drawing these pages to a close, one must feel the 
inability there has been to depict the grand truths (their 
good or their bad) of our eventfiil lives, for truths they 
are ! Mean as an individual female may appear, the life 
is still that of an immortal soul — one who lives for eter- 
nity. We are all of God — ^the sparrow and the human 
being are irom Him ! And the feelings one thirsts to 
pourtray, are those which give glory to God, in the cre- 
ation and redemption of such a " wondrous and fearfiilly 
made creature, as is his crowning work." And there are 
hours in the life of his children, when their existence 
seems spread before them, and their leading truths are 
read by the eye of faith. When each event is seen 
linked to the scheme of life, the restoration of the soul to 
its original purity, holiness and joy, then the common 
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occurrences of life gain a charm ; then the crooks* are 
illuminated by the good they have produced ! These 
moments are precious, unveiling the wisdom, grandeur, 
and power of Him, in whom we have our being ! And, 
** watching and waiting on our Lord," will make these 
times of frequent occurrence, as we wend our way along ; 
and assist in learning our lesson of patience. Again 
reverting to my first sentence, I feel we never can do 
justice to our Heavenly Father's dealings of mercy 
towards us. I agree with Arnold that " human virtue 
may be depreciated too much, and to do this is the work 
of the satirist and fatalist," for there is assuredly a 
relative goodness in man ; but all must acknowledge this 
goodness to be sterile, till purified from its virus sin ; and 
it is the erroneous idea of goodness, that lies at the basis 
of Broad Church views. Men are by birth still sinners, 
and remain so, till they are "bom of God." Arnold 
said of the Oxford doctrines : " considering only their 
system and books, no mind can turn towards them without 
unmixed aversion, unless diseased." Strong language, 
yet most true ; and perhaps something of the same might 
be said of the succeeding heresy in the Church. There 
is a lulling poison in the Broad Church school, an exalta- 
tion of human virtue, and mental powers, apart from 
Christ Jesus, which can hurl to the abyss, for they do 
" make war with the Lamb ;" and should not His fol- 
lowers overcome them by his weapons, which are not 
carnal, the might of meekness and love, that they may be 
saved before he surely overcomes them by a destruction 
which must come on all who tamper with the words of 
the living God? 

♦ See Note I. 
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REFLECTIONS. 



The closer we study God, in His Word, in His nature, 
and in His Providence, the more we find how finite are 
our powers, and yet how wonderfully He leads us into 
"knowledge;'' that while talent, without him, misleads, 
how truths are revealed, bespeaking the powers of mind 
with which His creatures are endowed. 

One very striking part of our Bible is, the diversity of 
meaning which almost every verse of it contains — un- 
folding to some, what others cannot discover — and yet, in 
no way compromising the simple and fundamental truths, 
babes in Christ can comprehend, and the wise of earth 
cannot. For instance, that marvellous vii. of Romans, 
how many various opinions it has drawn forth ; and how 
it can tell of man unconverted, and man converted ; the 
struggles of the natural man, who listening to the voice of 
conscience, would do good, but finds the evil preventing 
him ; he cannot do the things he would do ; then, the 
converted man, who, freed from sin by the atoning blood, 
can serve his God, and yet feels the remainder of sin — 
no longer himself, no ! " Yet not I, but sin that dwelleth 
in me" — and while the man is a "natural man," sin is 
so engrained that he is " carnal, sold under sin." And a 
being is conscious of identifying himself with sin, so that 
he feels himself enslaved by it, and loving " idols," which 
is the great sin of even good moral characters, such as 
Job was. But when God speaks, then the mists of sin 
are cleared away, and each one "abhors himself in dust 
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and ashes " — yet rejoicing in the pardon and peace given 
by God in Christ. Some take the expression of the 25th 
verse as denoting, that we still sin in the flesh, and 
cannot do other ; yet in other parts Paul observes, " body, 
soul, and spirit " are to be kept blameless. I think it is 
Ph. Boucher who speaking on this subject, talks of the 
"Adamic law" as that which transgresses, while the 
" law of love " Christ gives, continues perfect ; but this 
separates too much God's work, making us two, as it 
were — ^while I believe the " Adamic law" to have been 
ever good, because it was of Christ ; and sin to have been 
a thing apart from it. If sin was to reign, as some say, 
so that the " flesh ever sins," why those commands to go 
on to perfection, which can but refer to the " Adamic 
law," that of Christ being at once perfect, could need no 
commands ; this of itself ought to convince those who 
reflect, that man can go on to perfection. Who is Paul's 
perfect man P he who is bom of God, " and goes on 
unto perfection" — ^though who can say, I have ever, 
from my birth spiritual, progressed in good P 

I have been perfect P Alas ! no. And why have you 
not been so ? if you were freed from sin ? I suppose the 
child of God would say, because my walk has not been 
close with God. I permitted myself to be enticed by 
"idols," and thus the remainder of corruption acted; 
but as the renewed conscience works still more keenly 
under the ever-influencing Spirit of God, I was warned, 
and sin did not get dominion over me! Thus the 
promises of God are always being fulfilled in His chil- 
dren. Their education is ever proceeding, and they 
have the comfort of realizing the glorious promises of 
the VIII. Romans, having passed from "death to Ufe," 
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and their cries of wretchedness (vii. 24) exchanged fcr 
"joy in God/' which joy is only retained by a con- 
tinual intercourse with Him, increasing faith, purifying 
the heart by love, which opens up the weakness of our 
nature apart &om the quickening and regeneration of 
the Holy Spirit. If this is truly acting, it may be 
ascertained that the '^ flesh'' is so subdued that it does 
not "reign," and that we are part and parcel of that 
life given by Christ in Paradise, and regained on 
Calvary, bt/ the blood-shedding that cleanses from all 
sin, and preserves /row* sin, and this, not by church- 
ordinances or church- worshipping, but by a liv^g faith, 
when the soul grows in graces, and nearness to God, 
and holiness in thought and word and deed marks the 
daily walk ; and as the Ufe of faith expands, doubtless 
the view of the world's wickedness becomes more and 
more striking. Forms and ceremonies, and deeds of 
charity, and schools and hospitals, and Bibles and good 
books abound ! but the true love of God, the true love 
of heaven, and true view of the " world, the flesh, and 
the devil," the longing after God, the knowledge of the 
Lord Jesus, the death to self, the love of heaven, is it 
as it should be P Oh, age of deepest trial, because of 
profession, deceiving almost the elect I the forms of god- 
liness, but not the power ! the head furnished, but the 
heart empty, a want of earnestness, a spurious charity. 
Well, let us look to some of the Psalms, which might 
give lessons, leading man to seize his real position, and 
intertwining him with things spiritual, make hiyn live 
more happily and more faithfully. 

Take Psalm xxvi. How full of assurance and filial 
confidence ! The once son of the first Adam confidently 
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turns to God, and sajrs, "Judge me, Lord!" How 
reviving, consoling, energizing, is tliis language ! What, 
can we go to God, and say, — Judge me ! We, conceived 
in sin, shapen in iniquity — may we take these words 
on our lips and go to God? Amazing wonder, mar- 
vellous transformation ! We, who ought to fly God, as 
did Adam, or as Peter, when he said, " Depart from me ;'" 
we may say, — "Judge me/' Even so, if we can say, 
"Lord, I believe, help Thou my unbelief," we may 
come boldly to the throne of grace, for God can see 
nothing in us but good; there is "no condemnation" 
if we are in Christ, and if we " walk in the Spirit." 
And David saw in the appointed way of the daily sacri- 
fice, and the yearly atonement, the perfect pardon and 
the perfect peace to be enjoyed by God's children, even 
though they fall as he did; but, the fall must be re- 
pented of, and not repeated; he who "sins wilfully*' 
can never use these words : to such there will be " after 
death the judgment" ! But for the true Davids there 
is that love which cannot be fathomed, which from 
the " unclean brings forth the clean " — the sweet from 
the bitter. Sin is the only enemy, and sin Christ has 
conquered, and we can conquer also, if we abide with 
Him ! thereby apprehending more and more " that for 
which also we are apprehended of Christ Jesus." 

The Psalms abound with the confidence and trust 
God's children ought to possess. They paint also the 
agonies of man without God — a prey to sin and despair. 
An awakened conscience can alone enter into the full 
appreciation of this dreadful state. Then, to feel some- 
thing of what it owes the Blessed One who bore the 
"curse" for us. We see what sin merits; we see we 
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were sinners ; we see the goodness of God ; we see how 
God's glory demands satisfaction for His violated laws, 
and how we deserve chastisement* Then we can submit 
ourselves, and give all glory to God, who delivers us, as 
we could never have delivered ourselves, and from being 
children of darkness makes us " children of light." The 
Psalms are indeed rich in deep truths ; they show man 
what he is in Adam under sin, and from thence placing 
him on the Rock of Ages ; they put new songs into his 
mouth, and bring him into the closest intimacy with the 
Lord his God ; they most wonderfully speak of the past, 
present, and future ; they are truly life-springs ! 

Gal. m. 20. 
" Now a mediator is not a mediator of one, but Grod is one." 

A text much discussed ! The following thoughts satis- 
fied my own mind. I asked myself. What had Paul in 
view? 

The Galatians, having received the Gospel, God's 
free gift, faith in Christ, saving and cleansing, without 
any work on their part, were stumbling at this truth, 
and desired to "add the works of the flesh." Let it 
be remembered Paul is not addressing "carnal men,'* 
that is to say, he is speaking to those who had received 
salvation by faith; and he dwells on this vital truth, 
quoting Abraham, the grand exemplar of it. The work 
of God is perfect ; free salvation by Jesus Christ, holiness 
worked in man by the Holy Spirit, not by man irrespec- 
tive of it. But this is a hard saying to many ; pride 
rebels, and man still too often looks in a wrong way to 
the law ; but Paul says. No, the promise of God was to 
Abraham irrespective of any law, any mediator. The 
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^rd appeared to Abram, 17th Gten. Himself esta- 
blished the Covenant. God accepted Abram in virtue 
of the sacrifice foreordained ere time began. But this 
was not now the question. Paul would impress their 
minds with the importance of their spiritual privileges ; 
and to show them how it was with Abram, the law 
was added when wickedness grew, and this was given by 
messengers in the hand of a mediator. It was not the 
promise given by God Himself: a mediator requires more 
than one, but you, when reconciled to God, are one with 
the Triune Jehovah, consequently, you are God's son 
and free; you are in Christ, and Christ is God! So, 
then, -though in one sense Christ is a mediator, ever 
while men exist, to reconcile sinners, yet, when recon* 
ciled, the seed of Abraham does not require a mediator. 
Why, then, when a son, will you turn to the beggarly 
elements? And herein is assuredly marked the low 
estate Christians remain in — they are ever haltiug on 
the threshold — they go not forward in the boldness of true 
humility/, which does believe God, and is happy. 

Psalm xci. 
** When the soft dews of gentle sleep 
My wearied eyelids kindly steep, 
Be my last thought, how sweet to rest 
For ever on my Saviour's breast." 

Such thoughts may well accompany the above Psalm : 
"thoughts of peace," "perfect peace," realizing them, is 
in fact oneness with Jesus, " that they may be one as we 
are one." In them (John xvii.) possessing the favor, the 
love, the care of the Almighty, dwelling in the secret 
place of the Most High, (1.) abiding under his shadow. 
Alas ! our faithless hearts ever to be cast down I G^jcl 
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we be sad if we are thus dwelling I and the secret place, 
some may ask, where is itP We reply, is it not the 
Cross of Calvary? That rock of oflfence to the tm* 
believer, that foolishness to the Gentile. Yet the place 
where is revealed Jehovah's secret, there, and there only> 
is the mystery of godliness unfolded to the "children of 
light," unveiled to them in full splendour, the apprehen- 
sion of which David in part saw, when the spirit of 
prophecy gave him language which could respond to the 
full blaze of truth, when life and immortality (2 Tim.) 
were given to man by the Lord Jesus. And if David's 
soul rested in conscious peace on the faith it had, how 
much more may the child of faith now enter into the 
full meaning of the words, and exclaim, after pondering 
over the rich truths of the first verse, " The Lord, He is 
my refuge, my fortress, in Him will I trust.*' And this 
is followed up by a picture of the manifold situations of 
trial, through all of which he will pass fearlessly, because 
the Most High is his habitation. And this is the promise 
of the Lord : ** We will come unto him, and take up our 
abode with him : know ye not that ye are the Temple of 
the Living God." We may well exclaim, "What is 
man" to be so blessed ? to have no need to go here and 
there, for the kingdom of God is within! Let him 
therefore respect the "workmanship," (Eph. ii. 10) and 
live as one who has been created in Christ Jesus, then 
will be the "long life and the salvation" promised in the 
last verse of the Psalm. 

22nd April, *54. 
As I pondered this morning, I saw clearly the grand 
truth, that only in Jesus can we be all we should be ; 
true philosophy is in this ; the very laws of our being 
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are such, they prove it. Man can do nothing alone ; the 
very studies he pursues are but attaching himself to some 
principles he discovers in nature or self. Without these 
principles or powers he is helpless ; man can therefore 
only overcome sin and perfect holiness, which is the 
climax of his existence, by union with the powers of such 
existing in Jesus — the Christian characteristics enume- 
rated by 2 Peter i. ch., are all in Jesus. He says, "Who 
lacketh these things, is blind, and forgets he was purged 
from his old sins" — because his union with Jesus has not 
been perfect. He is therefore in the concEtion of the vi. 
of Heb., the carnal mind has regained its empire, Satan 
triumphs ! but if the abiding with Jesus is firm, these 
diaracteristics must be found. Man must first have faith, 
then "moral courage" necessarily follows ; he is strong 
in Jesus, through whom he doeth all things ; he is there- 
fore confident Jesus loves and strengthens him, Jesus 
sympathises with him, God smiles, because Jesus prays 
for him. Then comes " knowledge," because all wisdom 
dwells with Jesus, is Jesus ; every work of God teems 
with goodness, for Jesus ruled in them ; " without Him 
was nothing made that is made" — so the man united to 
Jesus, searches out all "knowledge" — and he is "tem- 
perate," for Jesus was so ; and he is " patient," because 
Jesus is ever such ; " he possesses his soul in patience, 
for he refers all to God." " Godliness" must be in Jesus ; 
no close union there unless the issues of the heart are 
kept; for all ungodliness is abomination to the Lord, 
and "brotherly kindness" must be where Jesus reigns, 
and His love circulating through the being, must produce 
" charity ;" that bond of perfection grows with growth in 
Jesus ; it is the atmosphere in which all exists, without 
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which all perishes ; it is " God in whom we live, and move, 
and have our being" — so that our life can only be per- 
fected by this life of God, made manifest in the flesh, the 
life of Jesus ! And if Peter draws the picture of the inner 
man, Paul in the armour which is to clothe him, gives 
the same Jesus. How without Him should we have 
truth ? " I am the truth," righteousness, " the Lord our 
righteousness" — the gospel of peace — Jesus ".saviour of 
sinners" — "the shield of faith." "Believe on the Lord 
Jesus " — " the sword of the spirit." " He shall bring all 
things to your remembrance," for they tell of Jesus. And 
thus it is, Jesus answers to every word, to every faculty 
man has, and woe to the being who lives and dies apart 
from Jesus ! No doubt, the " flying roll" will rise before 
one and all. " It is the curse that goeth forth over the 
face of the whole earth." Zech. v. We must all expect 
the death-struggle, when the life apart from God will 
tell, in agonizing terms, of the lost humanity, and the 
horrors of sin ! — the anguish of the earth-life is the 
" flying roll" — the full understandable feeling of what we 
were in ourselves, seeming as though such we are, Satan 
will stand the accuser, but — oh blessed but ! — ^the yawning 
gulph of sin will be but a passing vision, the Cross will 
fling its bridge over it, and " God in Christ" in love's 
own voice will say : " Be of good courage, such thou wert, 
hut such thou art not — I am perfect, and thou in me 
art as I am ;" and then the soul will leap forth to follow 
its " Beloved !" May this be so, with myself, and you 
who read! — And as I daresay you have had enough 
of me by this time, I will say farewell, in the words of 
the wise insect, ''ognipoco giava, disse la formica.'* 



OR, god's work in a human being. 183 



ADDENDA. 

Will this "present evil world" of " flesh and blood," 
see a perfect Christianity P was a question propounded 
the other day. 

On this subject the pious- wise differ considerably ; and 
this is consolatory, inasmuch as it shows differences can 
exist without touching any vital doctrine, and the varjring 
thoughts give many pleasing interchanges of mind. 

The ideas conveyed to my own perceptions from con- 
sidering things visible and invisible, are, that this present 
existing world never will see the reign of righteousness 
developed in its glory ; the reign of grace is now pro- 
<5eeding, God is calling and choosing. We see much 
progress in every way ; we see that truths are acting on 
the human race ; we see that the original creation of 
man, so to say, echoes to much of the divine that has 
been brought to light ; but where do we find in nation or 
household, that glorious holiness and perfection which 
are to be the inherent qualities of the kingdom of God ? 

The very " Saints" themselves, the true believers, have 
still that "body of sin" annexed to them, which pre- 
cludes that glojy they pant after ; they have from " ser- 
vants of sin," been made those of " righteousness ;" and 
sin is no longer their master ; " truth has freed them," 
and they have in one sense " the glorious freedom of God's 
own children ; " still they are in the " vile body, and sigh 
till it is fashioned like unto the glorious body of the 
Lord ;" this consideration alone might make one feel 
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sure a change must come over this world, as over our- 
selves, before the Lord can reign in righteousness. 

The very impediment felt in his own body by the 
spirit-bom, acts on the whole creation, which still groans. 
Of all bom of woman, John Baptist was the greatest, 
but " the least in the kingdom of God, is greater than 
he." This must designate those who are altogether out 
of the flesh ; and is intended to raise our conceptions of the 
glory of that kingdom, for whose coming we daily pray, and 
which now but partially comes, in us and aroimd us. 

Ministers who are earnest in their work of calling to 
repentance, rejoice when the Lord gives them ** fruit ;" 
but how often this "fruit" soon quits this earth, to be 
transplanted to its own garden. Throughout the Epistles 
there is nothing that can lead to the idea of this existing 
world, seeing the Lord in His glory ; note particularly 
what Paul says to Timothy in his 2nd Epistle iii. The same 
curse lingers over it, that began the day God pronounced 
it, and nothing but the ** baptism of fire " can renovate 
it. The wicked will then be done away from the " new 
heavens and the new earth,'* which will remain before 
the Lord. (Isaiah Ixvi.) 

How this can be brought abput must be as great a 
mystery as our own death and resurrection — the same, 
yet not the same — the corruptible putting on the incor- 
ruptible, the body of sin removed, the^body of glory 
taking its place ; yet so will it be. The number of the 
elect complete, the Lord will come, as Paul tells us in 
Thessalonians, and then the day of vengeance will be 
seen — that terrible day of the Lord when His power and 
His Glory will be made manifest by the salvation of his 
people, and the vengeance on his enemies. 
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The details of this awful action, no man can fathom ; 
it eludes the finite mind — theory and hypothesis follow 
each other, and leave man's curiosity still baffled ! The 
grand outline can be pictured ; many a passage in the 
Old and New Testament delineates it, but more than that 
cannot be; and I myself believe, that as the mind 
becomes weaned from ALL of earth, as the spiritual life 
grows, so will all idea of visible Christian progress over 
this world disappear, and its fallacy become apparent. 
In our Lord's prophetic words to his disciples in Matthew, 
Mark, and Luke, there is not a passage that gives any 
ground to this world, as it now stands, being other than 
hostile to the truth " as it is in Jesus.'' On the contrary^ 
they tend to shew the increasing wickedness of a world, 
over which tears, such as Jesus shed over Jerusalem, 
might be poured. Throughout these three chapters, the 
24th, 21st, and 13th, we see only the trials and sorrows 
that are to accompany the Church on earth : ** in the 
world ye shall have tribulation." Christ never promises 
other than suffering to those who desire to reign with 
him ! And his reign on earth is never mentioned as 
coming over a world still unpurified. And as in the 
days of Noe, so in the day of the Son of Man, water 
destroyed the first, fire is to consume the second earth. 
A different process would do away with the teaching of 
our Lord and his apostles, which leads off from the 
visible to the invisible, to the city made without hands, 
the New Jerusalem, which is abovCf &c. The command 
not to love the world might be erased, if what constitutegf 
that love could be so changed as to become the Lord's — 
but in the country, where perhaps the gospel has its 
fullest play, do we not see those 15th, 16th and 17th 
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verses of the 2nd of John^s Epistle most fully painting 
what the world still is ? A tract entitled " Love not the 
World," was lately declined by a society, on account of 
its mode of treating the Anglican church and its minis- 
ters; " at the same time," it was added, "there is much 
truth in it." The writer might have been severe, but 
truly there is room for such plain speaking ; and all 
national Churches must undergo improvement. What 
is the observation made by an enlightened person, whose 
judgment, nature, education and experience combine to 
make valuable; writing of Free Churches, "the alli- 
ance between Church and State is not essential, (as I 
had been led to suppose that it was) for the maintenarice 
of the former, (t. e. the National) and after calmly con- 
sidering the temporal advantages accruing to the Church 
from that connection, and contrasting them with the 
arrogancy, cruelty, covetousness, subserviency, and want 
of principle which have emanated in every age and 
nation, from the same causes, I feel that the primitive 
mode of ecclesiastical polity and sustentation is prefer- 
able." And unless some change is made, humanly 
speaking, the Anglican Church* will lose most of its 
spiritually consdenced members, men of energy and zeal, 
who cannot bend to a rubric that shackles them — who 
sigh to be forced to deny their pulpit to a God-bom 

*In my remarks on the Anglican Church, let no one imagine order and 
litm-gy should be banished ; they are essentials in every Church ; but one 
desires a Prayer Book that shall open no door to Tractarian or Broad 
Church heresies ; and all offensive denunciations thrown aside, that injure 
the cordial goodwill which ought to exist between all sections of orthodox 
Christians. The present melancholy strife shews the necessity for a 
revision of the Churches ; but angiy words, and unchristian tempers do 
credit to no one, and nothing can be done while such ipseemUness is 
shewn ; let '* gentleness and meekness unto aU men,** rule every one ; and 
^leo ^looking wito God** a blessing will come I 
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spirit of another section of Christ's body, while they are 
ahnost expected to offer it to any dignitary of the 
Established Church, however "dumb** they may be as 
to real vital truth. 

It is a melancholy fact, that, with aU the profession, 
all the "religious" doings of this century, the " love of 
the world" is rampant ; how then can it become the 
Lord's, save by that " day of the Lord's," when " the dead 
in Christ rise, and the living are caught up,'' and then 
" the elements shall melt with fervent heat, and the earth 
and its works shall be burnt up." It is well to ponder on 
these things, and to see if we have that "love of God," 
which overcomes the " love of the world," for it is a test 
that never deceives; the heart that loves God, loves 
ttpiritualiti/, and earnestness will mark its walk in man, 
woman or chiM, as well as true simplicity. 

" To make what you find work well, is better than to 
make changes;" said an illustrious man of our times; 
but the making to work well, is of itself a degree of 
change, and daily experience shows that something must 
be brought about by those who are " valiant for the truth," 
and without " strife or vain glory," zeal must act. 

The observation was made one day to a clergyman — " I 
have often thought it would be advantageous to have two 
Churches, one for the professing Christians, the other for 
the regenerate." The reply was, "Where would you 
find those who would be humble enough to attend the 
former ?" 

If a faithful gospel were preached, it is believed 
the latter would have very few, comparatively speak- 
ing. Many, alas ! are glad to hear of salvation. But 
apply the test of taking up the cro^s, and knowing 
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Jesus erperimentally \ not intellectually or formally; 
in fact, that in every shape the world must be 
set aside and the will resigned ; — such teaching, 
loved by those "translated into the kingdom of God's 
dear Son/* revolts the "natural man," who says, 
"Speak unto us smooth things." (Isaiah xxx. 10.) 
Indeed an instance of this occurred not long since in a 
congregation, where two most spiritual ministers were 

admitted to the pulpit. " If and are allowed 

to preach, we will go to the Roman Catholic Church." 
This observation speaks the mind of too many. The 
services of the rubric, accompanied by a sermon that 
touches but slightly the mainspring of human nature 
under sin, are tolerated, while the deep truths of earnest 
men alarm the conscience, and are turned from ! Let 
me remark en passant, the mind that can suppose a 
want of humility to exist, because a person considers 
himself converted, betokens some lack of knowledge 
of that transaction which passes between a soul and its 
God; for assuredly, as Paley himself observes, a man 
might as soon forget a shipwreck as forget his con- 
version. There is no want of humility/ in acknowledging 
ihe feeling of pardon and assurance ; it is in fact honour- 
ing God by believing Him. 

These remarks have extended beyond the first inten- 
tion ; but they followed the subject, and, in conclusion, 
let it be said, it is hoped to see in the French pulpit of 
Cannes an English preacher, who shall, in love, assist 
some souls who do not enjoy the Anglican Church, or 
whose health precludes attention to such long services, 
and it would also give zealous men the opportunity of 
diiiig something for their Master's glory, when over- 
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work necessitates the change of climate and labor ; who 
cannot be admitted to pulpits that are closed to all who 
are not " Anglican ! ! '* The time is short, the night is 
coming, all should be on the alert, not for the things 
which pass away with the "fashion of this world," but 
for the salvation of souls. "Well, if it could be said of 
one and all, as is said of the pious Leighton : — 

"For none so lone on earth as he 
Whose way of thought is high and free I 
Beyond the mist, beyond the clond. 
Beyond the clamor of the crowd. 
Moving where Jesus trod, 
In the lone walk with God !" — ^Orwbll. 

Such a life would not be spent in selfish seclusioui 
but this walk would give "wisdom" for conduct in it, 
and, bewildered as the mind sometimes is, by the multi- 
farious actings and teachings, it sees around it, leading 
some even occasionally to say, "I have ceased to have 
opinions," yet a firmness will be nurtured and a fixed- 
ness of ideas ensue, because all will be measured, not by 
the standard of man, but by the Word of God, and a 
quiet carrying of IT out, will be, not the " burden man's 
own. word" proves, but the effect produced by "the poor, 
wise man," who " yet was remembered by no man," and 
" despised even :" still he did the work wisdom prepared 
for him, and he was happy in his "lone walk with 
God." 



In closing this small volume, I would observe, that I 
know it is open to much criticism, &c. A slight know- 
ledge of our race tells us abstract truths are not so much 
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its guides as the prejudices, education, and " what-nots'^ 
of the day ! We must " cast our bread on the waters ;' 
if bread it is, it will find its destination ; if not, it will 
sink into its own nothingness. Of one thing we may- 
rest assured, a blessing must be sought, not at the hands 
of man, but of Him who reigneth ! The meanest and 
smallest instrument He often uses when talent, wealth, 
and power, are passed by. All, therefore, who lobk to 
" God's work in their being" can be content, whatever 
comes to pass in their earth-life. 

What presumption! I hear some exclaim. You 
know not what a day may bring forth! Very true! 
but I cling to the promises, and while I am still waiting 
the privilege of " Going Home," I am confident^ as we 
are told to be, that the grace which saved will not fail : 
" They who watch a Providence shall never want a Pro- 
vidence to watch." And without being a low Calvinist, 
or thinkiug none can fall away, yet I believe my God to 
be my " Father," and loved, because He^rs^ loved me, 
and tells me ^^ all works for the good" of His children ! 
They therefore should ne^er fear! Trials and tempta- 
tions are blessings, to give patience her perfect work, 
to bring out in bold relief those characteristics which are 
for eternity, and may most probably be fully understood 
by nom but " God, the Lord Jesus Christ, and the elect 
angels." (Tim. v. 21). Ought not this to be enough 
for contentment 'i and a strong inducement to separate 
from the world, to be a peculiar people, loving holiness, 
and realizing in every way that favorite line : 

''True taste of life, with constant thought of death." 

YOUNO. 
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The following lines I have never seen in print ; when 
given to me some years ago, I was told they had not 
been made public. A young lady, who died at the age 
of 17, wrote them ; they close well these pages : — 

TO DEATH REPRESENTED AS A SKELETON. 

I. 
" And is it thus they picture death ? 
So grim, so fierce, so darkly wild. 
Is this the power that draws our breath. 
Sent by a Father to His child ? 

n. 

** With devils shall earth's bounds be past? 
Shall fiends unfold eternal day? 
ShaU a dire spectre at the last 
With horrid visage point the way ? 

m. 

" To me Thine image, mighty King, 
Seems like a seraph bright and fair, 
With myrtle crown and glittering wing, 
With rosy cheek and golden hair. 

IV. 

<< As goodness, holiness, and truth, 
In Thy grand hour alone we see, 
So beauty, innocence, and youth, 
Alone are fittest types of Thee ! " 
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NOTE A. 
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It may perhaps be a question of small interest to some ; but I own it is 
one which I like to consider, and as others may share in the same feeling, 
I will give n^ thoughts on it. 

There is something very painful in the idea that those heathen beyond the 
pale of God's covenant, should not benefit by that precious blood-shedding 
on Calvary, which was poured forth for all the world — and yet so finite 
are the views of some very excellent and true believers, that they will 
exclude even the Platos and Socrates of former days from salvation. I 
met, even in a late publication, a surprise exhibited because "a lady 
expected to meet Plato and Socrates in heaven I" Truly I do cordially 
reiterate that hope ; and why not ? Plato not in heaven I It is true he was 
not one of the people of the old covenant, but did not God love the world, 
so as to give His Son to die for it ! did not Christ pray that His disciples 
might be kept from the evil of the world, thereby intimating good was in 
ity as well as evil^ 

Did not God pronounce man good in Paradise ? Some there are, who 
without Bible proof, declare Adam not to have been a " spiritual" man ; 
yet Paul speaks of the *^ spirit** of a man, even prior to that spirit being 
cleansed by God's Holy Spirit ; and we say, did man, formed good in 
Paradise, lose those good things ? were they not rather bedimmed, so as 
to become in one sense evil ; and yet the possession of Gk)d's gifts proved 
the ruin to be a right noble one I 

Whence had Plato, &c., the grand views they had of Gt>d and virtue, 
save from God Himself, in whose image they had been created ; and may 
it not be said of them, they shewed for what man had been formed? but 
that, till freed from sin, they could not act out the ideas they had. And 
can any one who reflects, apart from educational prejudice, and finite 
▼lews, say that such beings will not share in the benefits of their Bedeenu 
ing God ?— they who were truly of those who did their utmost to struggle 
through the clouds sin and Satan had wrapped around them ? 

To those who confound sin with humanity, it may seem well to exclude 
them from such benefit, though even then, such might feel puzzled to 
aooount for that necessarily involved destruction of God's original creation, 
monil govermnent, which has ever proceeded on earth, amidst all 
^^liitfoiifl and kindred, and peoples and tongues ;" which very words might 
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serve to shew Qod*8 love extended far beyond the precincts of the pecu- 
liar covenant He formed for a precise object, with his people Israel, for 
" nations," as used in the Bible, designate those beyond that pale ; and 
Paul points decidedly in Bomans to the mercy of Ck)d on those who fol- 
lowed the light, of what is termed ** natural conscience,'' as we also see in 
the case of Cornelius. 

To confine salvation to those who come after Chrisf s precious death, is 
an aWful limitation of that stupendous event ; we are expressly told ^ the 
Lamb was foreordained before the foundation of the world," "though 
manifested in these last times." (1 Fet 1. 20.) God had his own 
unfathomable reasons for the economy He has pursued in the world, hid 
in much from the cognizance of man. Some things, however, are appa- 
rent ; progress is one. Man can trace a palpable fact in the history of 
earth — progress from first to last, progress still progressing! yet in some 
things neither progress nor novelty is in, or out of, Christianity — "the one 
thing needful " as regards salvation by the alone blood of Jesus, is a single 
truth; what it was eighteen centuries back, it is now. So morality is 
what it was before, and after that event The most high-toned virtue has 
been shewn forth in the minds of heathen as of Christian philosophers. 
This accords perfectly with the words of Paul (7th Bom.) "to will is 
present with me." The knowledge of virtue, perchance the desire after the 
doing of it, is in the natural heart of man, but "how to perform that 
which is good I find not" Evil therefore exists, and rules too often, in 
those who have not what we term the grace of Gkxl; yet His grace must 
have acted, where some perchance think not, or evil must have become 
more rampant still; but the natural good when it struggled, and struggle 
it did, as the very words of heathen writers shew — " nemo rqpente fuit 
turpissimus" had probably, nay surely, the aid of Him who loved the 
sinner; and in eternity, they would recognise the Being to whom they 
owed their then bliss — "being found of Him they never sought." 

That there is harmony between the morality of those who preceded, and 
that taught by the Great Teacher himself, cannot be disputed ; and it can 
only be accounted for by the fact the Bible states, that all emanates from 
the one same source. Morality, neither before nor after Christ, gave or 
gives salvation, though that salvation now brings to each believing soul 
the "freedom from sin," which enables man to "live to righteousness," 
thus not only to love in idea, but to live the virtue he admires. 

When God selected Abram, as the line in which the Bedeemer was to 
come, God says, " in thee shall all the families of the earth be blessed," 
(Gen xiL 2) because from him, according to the flesh, the Messiah sprung. 
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Are you therefore to close salvation to Ishmael, so speciallj with Hagar 
favored and preserved by €k)d ? or the sons of Abraham ** whom he sent 
while he yet lived, to the east country." (Gen. xxv. 6.) 

The tender mercies of Grod are shown towards Nineveh, Nebuchadnezzar, 
Cyrus, &c. ; but the very words of Peter, (Acts x.) are sufficient for our 
present purpose, "God is no respecter of persons ; in every nation he that 
fearetii Him and worketh righteousness, is accepted with Him." I could 
cite passages from Plato, Philo, Socrates, &c., clearly proving their fear of, 
and belief in God, as Creator; and their ideas of human duty, sufficient to 
bring them within the category of St. Peter; but enough— different minds 
will differ still — each sincere person lays down their own views as the pre- 
cise ones to be accepted and followed ; but we see that opinions can vary, 
and be supported by the "text book" of every child of God, — the Bible ! 

This teaches forbearance towards one and all, with true humility, as 
time only can shew the ways of God, we " see but in part" 



NOTE B. 
"THORN IN THE FLESH." 

My finger has shewn me what a thorny truthful illustration is the above 
of " crook in the lot." A thorn enters unwittingly sometimes ; sometimes 
because our fancy has outstripped our reason, and our fingers, in seizing 
some wished-for flower, have not guarded themselves against the thorns ; 
soon we feel an inconvenience ; we would use our finger, and the thorn 
pains; we take some instrument, and proceed to pluck it forth; it eludes 
OUT attempts, and gets rather the deeper ; then, it becomes angry, and 
festers. At first the wound is very sore, the gathering very great, and the 
finger more troublesome; we get impatient and annoyed; and again, 
lancet in hand, we cut and poke it about, and the spot spumes forth its 
unwholesome filth— it is then somewhat quieter; still, the thorn bides^ 
and another gathering proceeds. Another cutting produces a need for 
poultices ; thus day after day succeeds, ever and anon a gathering and ah 
opening. However, managed cleverly, the gatherings diminish, but the 
will not come forth; and though the annoyance is considerably 
l^ the pains bestowed, still it is sufficient to remind the finger 
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it is not at ease, and if a new finger could be in its room, it would be 
happy to quit 1 Now can any type better be of the chastening Thorn, 
which mercy and loveplace in each being? God will have his children 
humble; human nature, ever prone to be elated, and fall, needs a rod, to 
fray off the wild beasts that would enter and spoil the vineyard. So a 
" Thorn''' is planted, and often by the very folly of self ism I Then, too often 
alas! instead of bowing to its "need be," we set to work to get it away. 
We fret, we rebel, the fester adds new torments, and the "Thorn" is 
still sharper; and so it proceeds till reason accepts the pain, and prayer 
and penitence mitigate it ; for Gt)d has in mercy let it come, and in mercy 
keeps it! Yes! in mercy, for the Thorn acts as the lever to raise from 
earth, and it will gild the last sigh that gives forth the soul to love with- 
out effort, to be good without a struggle ; to have no need of any Thorn 
to keep it "humble, or to prove it," for the sight of the God-man will per- 
fect, and keep perfect : the veil of the flesh, wholly withdrawn, no Thorn 
will then be required to pierce through and give a sight of glories, the 
purified spirit will enjoy without any cloud. And herein is the beautiful 
display of divine love and grace; the Thorn of earth reveals in strong 
and brilliant colors the power of Jesus; never is faith so triumphant 
as when the agonies of the Thorn draw forth the cry: "I can do all 
things through Christ, who strengthens me," (Ph. iv. 13) Then truly 
is much of earth's bitterness withdrawn, the festering has subsided, 
and though the Thorn abides, it may be yet many a day, still, 
rebellion has ceased, and the goodness that chastised and chastens, is 
delighted in ! Man, humbled to the dust, exclaims, " it is good for me to 
have been afflicted " — truths have entered, and the soul is brought into a 
holy communion and fellowship with the eternal life ! The Thorn has 
blighted but the path of a seared and disappointing world, which even 
without it, ought never to have ensnared a denizen of the heavenly 
Jerusalem ! The Thorn shews man the poverty and weakness of his fleshly 
condition; so poor that even a tiny iota can make him sorrowful; so weak 
he cannot extract the almost imperceptible speck that thwarts his com- 
forts ; but, on the other hand, the Thorn reveals the grandeur of his 
spiritual riches and strength ; he rises above the pain, the torment ; the 
flesh may wither, but the soul is tranquil, and smiles sweet responses to 
the shining of that face whose eye of love reveals a strength that conquers 
all suffering, that stamps each pain with the approval of Heaven, and 
ever gives with a power that does indeed make small the heaviest burden 
that earth, as earth, can place. The Thorn also opens up the secret his- 
tories of the fallen nature, and in this way also it blesses ; it can turn 
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its own sting, into a sting for sin, and thus the better take the soul to 
Him, on whom this sad burden may be cast in perfect confidence, for He 
hore it all! "Blessed then are Thorns,** the weary pilgrim cries; aye, 
truly blessed to one and all, for Christ is conqueror, and in His anns 
reclined, those '^ everlasting arms beneath us," we are borne upwards and 
upwards, smiling and joyous I 



NOTE C. 

JEALOUSY SKETCHED FBOM LIFE. 

"Jealousy cruel as the grava"— Con/. tUL 6. 

Every word of God's Book is true, and our hearts confirm them. 
Jealousy is the bitterest and strongest passion that lurks in the human 
breast. It knows no pity, it dries up the tenderest sympathies, it leads 
to the most f rig^htf ul results ; it is never assuaged ; it can behold without 
remorse the sufferings of its object; it surrounds itself with the im- 
penetrable barrier of profound dislike; its scorching, withering influence 
throws barrenness and misery over every soft and tender attribute ; it is 
" deaf to the voice of the charmer," it cannot be soothed ; it combines in 
itself all that is cold, drear, bitter, sanguinary; in fine, jealousy when 
used in its offensive signification is " cruel as the grave," devouring, con- 
suming its victims. Well, therefore, may it be put in antithesis with 
love ; well, therefore, does the Church pray to be the seal on Christ's ann, 
so that preserved by His love she may be kept from the consuming fires 
of a jealous and offended God. We do well to ponder over the passions, 
and feel to what, but for grace, we should fall a victim, both in our own 
bosoms, and, above all, in that Gk>d, who is a jealous Grod, that demands 
from us a heart entirely His own I 






NOTE D. 

HUMHJTY. 

A difficult virtue to acquire I Let us look a little into it. There is an 
IpUing of troth, of beauty, of power! Man cannot obliterate the sensgr- 
)» has! He was bom in Paradise a **right noble" being, a son of 
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CtocL Such is his origin! and hence originates his sense of strength, 
his confidence in what he can do. From hence onght also to flow 
grateful love to Him who so gifted him ; but herein lies the SIN, Pride ! 
His powers make him self-confident and haughty ; self is the idol, and 
thence jealousies, envjings, and unwillingnesses to share his gifts with 
his fellows. Humility, true humility, is distasteful tiU the heart is " bom 
of the Spirit," then some idea of it can become ours I 

Jesus Christ taught it, yet He denied not His position as Teacher, or 
His power of sustaining His dignity as such, and of causing it to be 
respected by the sometimes unwilling homage it called forth — ^* never 
man spake as this man.** Jesus was the God, though He had emptied 
Himself of His glory to take on Him the nature of man, and He humbled 
Himself to suffering, leaving us this example. Humility recognises that 
in itself, and of itself, it is nothing ; but it denies not the possession of the 
gifts Grod may have bestowed. 

"^ncA'to sou pittdre," and Correggio may have many followers in 
every pursuit of life, beings aware of their talents, yet avowing they are 
from God, and that for ^ boasting '* they have no cause. 

True humility ever desires to learn, though it will not be tossed hither 
and thither by every wind that blows ; pious in principle, increasing in 
knowledge, it will have the lowliness Jesus took : there will be no nega- 
tion of a sound moral standing, but of the vain-glorious pageantries of 
the world I there will be a high and conscious rectitude, candor, sim- 
plicity, and a "hoping of all things,** with full forbearance of others! 
and with this humility there will exist the "glorying in the Lord" in 
that we know Him, and in this knowledge the heart and intellect will 
find all pride abased ! \ 



NOTE E. 

1 CJor. vii. 34. 

There is a profound depth in this verse, which I scarcely feel capable' 
of reaching ; indeed, who can, while " flesh and blood " ding as they do to 
the visible ? They " cannot enter the kingdom of God." And even after 
"translation into that kingdom" by the triumph in them over sin of the 
Lord who frees, too much of that veil often lingers; however, let us 
penetrate as far as we can into those " deep things of GK>d," 
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This verse, then, pomts to the depth of feeling with which God endowed 
His creatures, and that in this affection alone centres their joy ; the basis 
and fundamental thought of earthly joy is the tie conjugal, the first 
formed in Paradise, and from whence flows aU others. When man was 
good all could be enjoyed as from God, and of Him ; no tie could then 
Be an impediment, and earth and discipline could be a happy one ; but 
sin changed the character and aspect of eyerything! The affections 
remained, but as, ** with the foundations of the earth" out of course, they 
led/?'ow, and not fo, their source, and earth was to be no longer a mere 
discipline, but a probation^ — not a home^ but a school Thus, then, there 
arose even a necessity for the renouncing sometimes of ties, however 
legitimate, because they proved snares and entanglements, and opened 
the door to carnal and sinful indulgence; better, therefore, said He^ 
through Paul, who " knew what was in man," the renouncement, for with 
this came the slighter hold of earth, the non-caring for those things which 
lost their relish when the affections of earth were stilled. When the heart 
is happy in its earth-love, it can rest and amuse itself I and love- many a 
thing, which becomes valueless in its eyes when the loved of earth is. 
gone; then it can the better give itself to the "waiting" without dis- 
traction on the Lord, and work in His vineyard ; it has no care for things 
of time, it is wholly the Lord's I I believe there is a fulness of truth 
in this verse, which all may not perchance like ! I believe it may point 
also to a fuller manifestation of the Lord Jesus to the soul of the un- 
shackled during the earth-life, which manifestation we should all covet, 
it filling the soul with infinite sweetness, and giving a joy no earth-heart 
can give. Come, Lord, let all say I 



NOTE F. 



The following notes were given to me by my much-valued friend. 
Judge HilL The date of the year is wanting; but I think they were 
preached about 1843 or 1844. I give them verbatim: — 
June 2nd. 
Trinity Sunday. 
Teart.— Last verse of 2nd Ep. to the Corinthians. 
rdhisioim. 

) to the condition of man. 
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2. Subject in reference to the nature of Grod. 

This sermon to comprise 1st division. 

All prayer implies creatureship. 

Creatureship implies derivation. 

Creatureship implies insufficiency. 

Creatureship implies dependency. 

All prayer implies intelligence. 

Contrast, men — animals. 

Prayer is perfection of reason. 

Perfection of reason consists in a dear view of proportions and rela- 
tions — God on His throne — creature on his knees. 

All prayer implies a certain moral feeling — a certain state of the will 
connected with an act of the mind. 

All prayer implies a profound sense of want. 

Devil greatest pauper, next to him the sinner. 

Pharisaic self -fulness, true religion self-emptiness. 

All prayer involves imperfection of supply. Prayer is presenting Christ 
to God. Answer, presenting Christ to man. 

Reads prayer in text Proposes to consider it. 

1. As offered by an Apostle for the Church. 

2. As offered by an individual for himself. 

1. Exhibits noblo Catholicity "with you alL** 

St. Paul's religion centre everywhere, circumference nowhere, embraced 
all, in every clime. 

Catholicity founded on four principles. 

1. Common nature. 2. Communion in guilt. 3. Communion in in- 
carnation and death of Christ, i. Communion in destiny. 

I. Exhibits spiritual philanthropy; the Christian the true philan- 
thropist ; love not merely for time, but for eternity. 

1. Exhibits profound moral science. 

The apostle knew what was in the intellect, will and consciousness of 
man. 

Darkness in intellect, perverseness in will, disturbance in consciousness. 
He prayed for illumination in intellect, love in will, the sprinkling of the 
blood of Jesus, speaking peace in consciousness. 

n. Prayer as offered by the individual believer. 

2. Implies spiritual appreciation of God in covenant. 

2. Implies a full belief in the revelation of Christ. Prayer put up in 
reliance on the love and faithfulness of Christ 

We should never separate the love of God for man from Christ's 
work for man. 
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Every attribute of Deity has its coronation in the Cross. Jesus Christ 
is the great harmoniser of the attributes. 

The believer who puts up this prayer has a strong conviction that he 
needs all the Trinity can impart. 

True prayer is the interpreter of man, the appropriator of QoCL 

Prayer origmates with the Trinity, and returns to the Trinity. It is 
suggested by Otod the Spirit, presented by Gk)d the Son, and received by 
God the Father. 

Prayer and the Triniiy are co-relatives in the experience of the Christian. 



June 9. 
Text. — ^Last verse of 2nd Ep. to Corinthians. 

All true prayer is inspiring God into man, and man refunding the 
inspiration of God, 

True prayer is sublime in its reference. 

We trace it upwards until it almost reaches the skirt of tiiat uncreated 
splendor, of which the sun is but a pcUe, pale shadow. We trace it down- 
wards until it reaches the profoundness of man's wants and urgencies. 

Consider text in relation to the nature of God. 

Continuation of former sermon. 

Text intimates that Divine nature hath been self manifested. 

1. Personally in Jesus. 2. Manifested in revelation. 

1 Heb. ch. i. v. 3. God is none other than the eternal counterpart of 
Christ John ch. xiv. 9. If Christ were a creature only, then His 
language blasphemous. "I and my Father are one." ''He humbled 
Himself, and became obedient," &c. 

Socinian argument anatomized into nonentity. 

They say Christ, a good man. A good man speaks reverentiy of God. 
Ergo Christ, if a mere man, could not have used the language He did. 

2. God is mentally self-manifested in the Bible. 

All the doctrines in the Bible are so many indices reverting continually 
to the perfections of Jehovah, 

The self J manifested in the Bible, not a solitude, but a fellowship. 
Socinian says it is a contradiction. This not so if we say 8 and 1 are 
the same; but we speak of 3 and 1 in different senses; 8 in person, 
1 in essence. Socinian argument founded on language, as if applied 
to a finite being. Here a mistake. We speak of an infinite Being. 

Inconsistency in Socinian assumption of Divine unity. How can 
justice, mercy, and holiness unite, and man, who is a taunQgrBSBor, be 
Mved without a Trinity ? 
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Hence necessity of a Trinity for man's salvation. 

Three persons revealed in the word of QkA connected with man's 
salvation. The Father selecting, Sovereignty connected with the Father, 
the Atonement with the Son, Sanctification with the Holy Spirit. 

Not bigotry, bnt charity, to deny Christianity of the Sodnian. 

"No man cometh to the Father but by Me." 

Any man attempting to reach God, otherwise than by Christ, reaches 
only an infinite delation of himself. 

" I am the way, the truth," &c. 

Man redeemed involves the Trinity discovered. 

Beads text. There must be a Trinity revealed to man. Then believed 
hy man, then experienced in man. "We will come and take up our 
abode," &c. " Ye are the temple of the Holy Ghost.** 

Idea sometimes forced on the mind, Why has God permitted evil to 
exist ? A mystery we shall not know until we pass the horizon of time, 
some light may be thrown, &c. 

By the fall the creature is known, by the redemption the Creator is known. 

This should comfort the mind, idbeit the permission of evil be still a 
mystery. 

Doctrine of the Trinity intimated in the Old Testament — ^made known 
in the New. 

The more certainly God is known, the more imperfectly God is known, 
because He is infinite. 

The more man grows in spiritiuil life, the more unsearchable he knows 
God to be!! 

Revelation is but an intellectual creatwrej and no creature can fully 
manifest or make known a Creator. 

The finite cannot comprehend the infinite. 

Analogy, a baby in a nurse's arms, putting out its tiny hands to grasp 
the rolling orbs of HeaveiL 

Inconsistency of the Socinian views, the attributes of €k>d are as 
mysterious as the personality and essence of the Deity. 

Socinian admits God to be Omnipotent and Omniscient, but says, he 
cannot believe in a mystery. Can man understand Omnipresence? Can 
he reconcile infinite Prescience, and yet no division of substance ? Can he 
reconcile the Omniscience of Gk)d with the free will of man ? 

Here a great mystery ; and whoever believes in an Omnicient Omni- 
present God, believes in a mystery. Same of eternity of the Godhead. 
We cannot understand how that is, which never had a beginning; bnt 
always has been, and always will be. 
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Trinity in creation; motion, light, and heat in flame; will and in- 
tellectual power in man. Word "person," used as applicable to the 
Godhead, as an approximation to truth, not a definition — ^imperfection of 
language— distinction between a contradiction — ^two opposmg proposi- 
tions — ^and a mystery, ^kree persons in one Divine essence. 

Socinianism is religion made easy, every man his own redeemer. Trini- 
tarianism is religion made divine, every man his own destroyer. He knows 
the Trinity the best, who worships the Trinity most. 



NOTE G. 
ALONE I 



As we sat by the fire J said, " I will give you a theme — the word 

*Alone'" — and he ran through some of its many times in the Bible. 
Adam alone — ^Moses alone in Fharoah's court — ^alone before the bush, &c. 
— and Jesus alone, praying, &c. 

I therefore bethought me I would ponder over that same small-great- 
word ! I have elsewhere noted in former days some remarks on it, and truly 
there is great significance in that word "Alone " — and we are often so — ^in 
crowds, and when living with those we love not, forced into contact with 
antipathies! Its greatest depth is when we ponder on it as applied to 
the isolations of Christ without His Church, that Church, however, ever 
existing ! and His wondrous love, imiting it to Himself by His death ! 
Death divides, yet unites ; death, seeming destruction, yet more vivifying 
than the very life we live by! 

Adam was alone, and that alone was not remedied without apparent 
death, which yet produced the life that enabled him to reproduce it, and 
was tjrpe of that death-giving-life-union Christ has with His Chxirch. 
The being given to Adam caused death, yet through that death came 
greater glory than had no death been ; of this we may be sure, for God's 
glory was the first thought, eternal with eternity 1 

Our chief bliss comes through death; we die to self, the self of sin, 
when the spirit slays the old-Adam in us, and from the ashes brings 
forth the life of holiness. 

Adam alone, was imperfect : Adam by his helpmate died, but from that 
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death to rise the glorified partner of a Grod ! Christ as man, was alone — 
Christ as man, died, and from that death as gloribfied man, he ceased to be 
alone ; He, and His Eedeemed are one I Mystery indeed I Alone, sinful 
man must be ; the dearest and nearest fail him; in naked helplessness he 
lives and dies; he is alone! a cursed, blighted, withering being, alone! — 
but the dead, the buried with Christ, are not alone, no, they are one with 
Jesus and one with the true Church, and they are guided, protected, kept, 
they are not alone! Beader, let us "die daily," and thus we are never 
alone! 



NOTE H. 
SILENCE! 

" The talk of the lips tendeth only to penury."— iVw. xiv. 23. 

This grace is certainly progressive with the wise ! Peace demands it, 
sense confirms it! There is so little real sympathy between minds, so 
little real understanding, silence can alone be the citadel in which safety 
is found, either in tenderness for others, or care for ourselves. 

It is certainly a difficult grace to practise, especially when the dispo- 
sition is frank ; it is so agreeable to utter all that crosses the mind ; to give 
unrestrained flow to thought and feeling; to have free intercourse, full 
liberty of speech. But ! — it cannot be! With God only can man be 
thoroughly open and at ease; to him alone expose his whole soul, ancl 
give every idea, for God alone knows him! In youth we feel it very 
painful to be misunderstood, and the lines of the poet grate on our feelings 
sadly: 

" Nor even the tenderest heart, and next our own. 
Knows half the reasons why we smile and sigh 1 " 

But life teaches the lesson, and it is a profitable one ; it leads from 
" cisterns that hold no water, to the f ountam of living waters." In the 
silence of earth, we hearken to the songs of Heaven! 
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NOTE I. 
THE CROSS OF CHBIST AND THE CROOKS OF LIFE. 

It has often occurred to me these have been mnch conf onnded ; I should 
like some clear views on the subject ; the following rise before my mind: 

The confusion appears to me to arise from too low a view of the real 
condition of the believer, and the difficoltj of clear spiritual apprehen- 
^ons; so beset is he "by the world,'* &c. 

When God created Adam, his condition asked neither "Cross" nor 
" Crook ;" there was no sin, no God-hating world to love, no intoxicating 
blind affections, or vain-glorious pomps to adore as chief good, and no 
sin-renouncing-Saviour-(Jod to follow, through the scoffs and scorns of the 
taunting multitude. Adam communed with God, all was holiness and 
peace; no "Crook" then to warn, afflict and teach; no Cross to bear man- 
fully against the foe! 

But Adam feU; Paradise fled away ; the "Cross** in shadow, was dimly 
revealed; while the " Crook,** in many a form of woe, was wrought into 
the daily life of man« 

The Old Testament speaks over and over again of the " crook** coming 
on man through sin, and often overruled by Jehovah for his good. In 
Jewish and Gentile annals, we find the common accidents of life contri- 
buting to the carrying out of God's dealings with apostate man. All 
flesh had sinned, all suffered; suffering sometimes answered the end of 
mercy, and the "Crooks** drew repentance from the softened heart; but 
in those times "the Cross** was unknown; the infancy of man's spiritual 
existence understood nothing of the sublime revelations of Calvary; it 
spoke, it saw, it acted as a child. "Crooks** were suited to that condition, 
but in fulness of time "the Cross** was reared ; infancy was merged in 
manhood ; man was taught his high estate ; formed for God, " the Cross*' 
and not " the Crooks** were to be his portion ; he was to be restored to his 
normal position as Son of God, and by his love as such, he was to rise 
above all lower ties, all other desires 1 Self, carnal material earth-seeking 
self, was to be slain ; the soul, quickened by the God-Spirit, was to be 
likened to Christ Jesus, to see as He saw, feel as He felt, live and love as 
He lived and loved, suffer as He suffered. Flesh and blood start at this I 
as at the teaching of, " Ye must hate father and mother, &c., if ye would 
be mine ** — ^yet this must be so I or there is no salvation ; no oneness with 
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Jesus without ! And this command can be obeyed. He gave it, who knows 
His creatures, and never gave them that to do, beyond the power they 
have or can have I And how can they have this obedience ? Not by bearing 
" the Crooks" of life, but by taking up " the Cross." Yes I it is a high 
and glorious calling to bear "the Cross" — baptized by the Spirit ; bright 
and radiant beams the soul where "the Cross" is planted, and all ties of 
earth vanish when the love of God inflames the being. 

Sin originated " the Crooks ;" these a merciful Gtod uses for the good of 
His children ; they have their appointed work ; as such we value them, but to 
confound them with " the Cross," seems a melancholy confusion. However, 
man, more or less, weak and imperfect even after his glorious birth from 
on high, may need " Crooks" still ; but let him be assured, that the more 
he loves " the Cross " the less he will require " the Crook ! " 



LAST NOTE. 

It seems to myself, and I think it will also appear to others, that I have 
passed too slightly over one, connected with much that has occupied many 
of my pages ; one whose life was early turned to Qod, and who was ever 
devoted to the " one thing needful." 

Years ago, there resided at Portsmouth, one of those living Christians, 
those " mothers in Israel," whose spiritual " children arise up and call her 
blessed." * Unwearied in her exertions for her Grod, she was particularly 
useful to many a youth whose avocations drew within the sphere of her 
activities. A. P. was very especially singled out as an interesting object 
over whom to watch with the solicitude of a parent; he was quite a boy 
when this blessed acquaintance began ; and till his first marriage, a most inti- 
mate correspondence filled up the periods of their separations. After the 
demise of this excellent lady, her son, by her desire, returned to A. P. all 
the letters, which she had most carefully preserved, thus proving their 
value ; and they form a very correct and interesting picture of the man ; 
there is all the guilelessness of the frank and warm-hearted boy ; then the 
advancing years speak of more conflicts, more temptations, with the 
reverses of the spiritual warfare ; and we see in them, what life ever 
teaches, that all must buy their own experience ; the lessons of wisdom 

* The Dowager Lady Grey, who died 1858. 
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'come not through that of any other person. Alas ! it must be so ; if they 
could be received as well as given, what sorrow all would often escape ! 
From her whom he calls " his dearest mother/* not a fault is concealed, 
not a thought hid ; the inmost heart is thrown open to her maternal eye ! 
her counsels sought; the "very dear mother" is the constant mentor. 
Sometimes the spirits are rejoicing, " Oh, dear mother, it is a happiness, it 
is a richness of pleasure to have God for a friend, to leave all to Him, to 
appeal to a Father, an affectionate Father, to tell all your wants, your 
little worrying wants, to Him, to shelter yourself under the blessed assu* 
ranees of his Scripture promises," &c. At another time there is the 
" sorrow " at not having been all he should have been — " how backward I 
am in improving opportunities,** &c. He thanks God, however, that God 
has given him strength to profess firmly his disapprobation of conformity 
to the world, and enabled him to speak boldly the true doctrine of Christ 
to his mother and sisters, and to get them to listen to the Gospel on 
Sundays, instead of walking about and amusing themselves after Church ; 
also to assemble his sisters every night and morning for family prayers ; 
and in the midst of thankfulness for these mercies, there is the sorrowing 
over too much of earthly wishes, as regarded " attractive objects of earth.'* 
We track in all these letters the object of God's care and love ; the strug- 
gles, the joys and sorrows of the young Christian. " Oh," he says in one, 
" how it mocks the resolution of flesh and blood, to speak unpleasantly to 
those you love, yet how unfeeling not to do it, how cruel to see them pre- 
cipitate themselves to eternal misery, and not lend one stopping hand, one 
reproving word ; looking out of myself wholly, my eyes are turned xmto 
God : oh, that He may teach me to preach by example, by word, and by 
prayer; the vineyard is promising. From a longer absence, I possess 
greater influence than others ; pray that that influence may be devoted to 
Grod's glory." A little after this letter he writes one in which we read 
more of his inner trials. " I am much affected at the House of God, I do 
there, with sincerity I trust, devote myself to Him ; the same in my daily 
devotions. I say, with sincerity. Lord take my whole heart, and yet, incre- 
dible to relate, no sooner temptation presents itself, than I totter, I nearly 
fall. Thus my life is a scene of instability; but I have a great relish for 
Divine things ; I love the people of God, and desire their society much 
more than others, and yet, I am often led wandering. Mrs. Gen. W. is 

now at Eockingham, with Lady L . I do not go without seeing her, 

but I go to day for a little to Lady Louisa C . The times I dread 

most are drawing near, and I am anxious about emplojrment. The Lord 
Lieutenant and all the company assemble in a month at P. Hall, and of 
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course every temptation which luxury, company, &c., can offer, will be 
held out ; I shall endeavor to be out of the way. Pray for me. I have 
hitherto been wonderfully preserved and wonderfully rescued from the 
flames, sometimes actually on fire ; if any one has reason to serve God 
from gratitude, I have, yes and will. Lord take me as I am, and make me 
what I ought to be, in spite of the world, the flesh, and the devil." Some 
delay in getting letters, makes him lament her supposed silence. " I fear 
you think your advice thrown away, indeed my own heart testifies against 
me ; too soon are the impressions your kind reproofs have produced, been 
effaced ; yet be not weary, and I hope and trust in time you shall reap. I 
feel already much benefit from your instructions, and I never receive a 
letter from you, from which I do not receive strong impressions and con- 
victions, leading me to prayer. Oh, let this encourage you to persevere in 
what may now seem unproductive kindness, it will not ever be thus barren; 
I trust, and hope, and pray, yet to be enabled to awake, and to rise from 
the dead; to have my darkness enlightened by the sun of righteousness, 
and to enlist in the sacred allegiance under the banners of my Lord." 

When feeling the irritability of temper produced by unruly seamen, 
alluding to the knowledge the " Commissioner" has, how hard it is to 
brook the sort of obedience iU-disciplined sailors give, he amusingly says, 
drawing at the same time a lesson for himself : " poor blind mortals, how 
I rave when men do not pay that implicit obedience I require, yet, at the 
same time, with what negligence do I obey the commands of a God, all of 
which tend to my good." 

There is also a rather amusing letter, which may give a useful hint as 
to the necessity of courtesy, one of the graces very difficult to some 
characters, especially when taxed at what may appear an unreasonable 
moment ; but a lack of it may do more harm than we think of. It seems 
that, still in his teens, he went, full of expectation, to hear the "much 
spoken of Dr. H." And after the service he introduced himself, and met 

with a reception that deeply disappointed him. He tells Lady G : 

" I know you will say I went expecting too much from man. It may be 
so, but surely a minister of the Gospel who gets his living by his pro- 
fession might in some measure encourage one, who, though totally 
unworthy of the regard of Grod and man, gets only for his preaching 
the scoff and ridicule of those about him." He adds, "That on no 
account would he name Dr. H.'s reception to his shipmates, as that would 
injure the cause. And God had been kind in giving him comfort in 
another mmister, who preached in a chapel of ease, and who spoke to 
him as a Christian friend, invited him to his house," &c. 
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In the very earliest of these nnstadied effusions we see the sentiment 
which has accompanied him through life, and which is expressed most 
happily by the poet : 

" resolving all events, with their results, Into 

The arbitration wise of the Supreme ! ** 

Learning a lesson from each as it occurred. 

These letters also prove how useful pious women can be in cor- 
respondence. The advice given, if for a season it seemed to slumber, 
was not lost ; the good prevailed, and the life of faith ripened, and is 
ripening. The life of God struggled on through the vicissitudes of hii 
naval career, through many a domestic incident, many an opposing 
element, but ever gaining fresh strength and knowledge, as those in his 

intimacy can witness. I often recall the words of his aunt, Lady C , 

to myself, when told of our engagement : "I know very little of you, but 
nobody knows the kindnew of that man's heart." And I now can echo 
them, having had many a year's knowledge of it ; and, I believe, without 
any exaggeration or flattery, I can say, I never have met with so thoroughly 
kind, self-denying, and humble a man; withal, so truthful and up- 
right ; and if he knew of these last pages, they would never see daylight. 
But I have taken this liberty, and shall bear the reprimand as best I may 
when my delinquency meets his eye I 
And I am tempted to trangress still further, by transcribing a letter 
I from Ireland of 1859 ; for though the "Revivals'* have lost their novelty, 

, they ought ever to interest ; besides, it shows his style of writing, and I, 

with others, regret he had not acceded to the request made him, one by 
. Mr. Hanna, to give his impressions of all that passed in Italy during his 

I residence, and the other from the daughter of that old Lady G — y, to 

furnish her with his recollections of one so well known ; but with every 
ability of pen and power, procrastination does its work as usual— which 
is no work at all. 
^ « Kflbarrack, July 20, 1859. 

^/ ' •*! have received your letters — so, * beloved,' that is apostolic, at least, 

i' I begin at dressing time, and hope to have something worth telling you, 

for Archdeacon G — g dines here with his son, a very rising young man, 
and minister of Christchurch, Belfast, so that he has constant accounts of 
the movement there, which can be relied on. I returned from Dublin 
with cambric handkerchiefs, Balbriggan stockings, telling efefyvme what 
a good husband I was ; the inference was phun — ^that I must have a vary 
lovable wife — and is it not so? Yes to be sure, yon shall have stockiiigB 
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and handkerchiefs, and qneer bonnets, so hard to be got, and crinblmes, 
and bustles, and all snch like, because you are a loveable wife, and that 
I have had wit to discover it — and so basta until to-morrow. 

'^I wish I could tell you in extenso all that Archdeacon G — told us of 
the revival movement last evening ; it all comes to this, that there is un- 
doubtedly a great and good work in active progress, not only in the 
important towns of Belfast and Ballymena, and Lurgan, but also in the 
country parishes, and that this work is extending ; that it is not free from 
many grave imperfections, which have been aggravated by the unwise 
conduct of the Methodists, and the commercial spirit of the provincial 
press. It is in harmony with the Methodist practice, particularly in the 
population of the north of Ireland, to insist upon * frames and feelings,' 
and thus something of a theatrical character might be looked for in all 
such events thereabouts ; but they have unwisely added to this, nocturnal 
meetings for prayer, and for reciting experience ; and some of these, in the 
very hot weather, in crowded places, and on persons already worn out by 
their long day's labor, have resulted in faintings, and in some in a sort of 
disturbed and forced slumber, wherein dreams are quickly generated, and 
sudden startings ; and in fact, all sorts of queer things, easily accounted for 
on the most simple natural causes; but in the heat of religious fervor, a 
character has been given and accepted, to these vagaries, both unwise and 
unreal, and this evil has gone on to a fearful extent, and in some cases 
has ended in insanity. Fancy a highly-excited body of persons escaped 
from the loom, an employment where one can let the fancy run on as rapidly 
as the very shuttle, hastening, in one sense, expecting to see wonderful 
things, and perhaps prepared to take their part therein, all crowded into an 
insufficient space, the weather hot, the whole congregation more than hot, 
order ill-preserved, indeed, greatly neglected, two or three praying at the 
same time, and of course raising their voices for ascendancy ; fancy, I 
say, the inevitable confusion of such a scene, and its effect on nervous 
temperaments, or on easily-excited brains. The plain duty of any portion 
of the Church, was to preserve order, and to keep down that wild anima- 
tion which is apt to seize on Irish heads when any exciting topic is on the 
tapis, spiritual or social. Unhappily, in this the Methodists have failed, 
and then the press has found it a profitable subject to dilate on, and to 
exaggerate, each in the sense of the appetite of its peculiar class ; add to 
this, that the spirit of sectarianism has raised its head, and has sought to 
gain in number in the scramble. One can portray a scene amusing enough, 
if mirth were legitimate : a knot of people meet at the exit, and begin to 
conmiunicate : *Did not Dick Johnson pray finely?' *0h, sure; I never' 
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thonght him np lo that mark, good at he ia.' ' Smre,' repliea another, 
*he most have had the Spirit' 'Oh, thafs it,' said a third. 'Ye know 
nothing at all,' enjoins another, 'ye're ignorant, thafs it; why? don't 
yon read in yonr Bibles that we are to look for all this and more too^ 
visions and dreams, young men and old wonwn, and all ranks ; oh, we see 
nothing yet as to what we will see.' 'Did'nt Jerry Doyle go on strong, 
and his voice filled the honse, and drowned all others.' These are real 
scenes. The Archdeaccm told ns of a clerical meeting which he had 
attended, of the clergy of the whole diocese, where many told what had 
happened in their own neighbourhood, and nnder their own eyes ; and 
two of them, trustworthy and ptoos men, had gone together to judge, and 
had arrived at the most opposite conclusions ; thus a variety of opinions 
prevail He told me of one case he had seen of a young woman, who had 
been, as it is tenned, * stricken down,' and had been carried home and laid 
on a bed; there were several women about her, all awed into a state of 
indescribable solemnify, while a young workman knelt by the bedside, so 
completely absorbed in the most earnest devotion, and praying for the 
Spirit of God to speak peace to the sin-sizicken soul, that the coming in 
of the Archdeacon and others, seemed ignored and unheeded, and on he 
prayed in simple wcnrds, full of fervor, correct in doctrine and language, 
and so uttered as to command respect After some time the Archdeacon 
went away and returned after some hours; the young man was still 
there, still praying in the same earnestness, when the Archdeacon suggested 
the wisdom of allowing the poor woman to repose both mind and body ; 
the young man then ceased, and the Archdeacon approached the patient, 
and could hear her incoherently muttering — 'oh, I am a lost sinner — lost 
— condenmed for ever~my sins are too great— they cannot be pardoned.' 
And he described the effect on everybody in the street, all on the alert, 
mothers with their infants, all degrees and ages, thinking, if not saying — 
'We have seen strange things to day.' 

"God bless thee, "J. P." 

The following from Florence in April, 1861, gives a picture of the 
Brethren's service: — 

"Last night I went with Mary and her cousin to Magrinis' Meeting, 
and to judge by what I saw of the doings of the whole party, the 
Vaudois will gain from the competition, though, I fear, the real prin- 
ciples of the Gospel are so set forth as may produce a sect, but not a 
Chwrch, The place was small, with an affectation of poverty. At a 
small plain table, in the middle of the assembly, sat Magrini, and the 
best part of his supporters. The hour was ill kept ; we waited a long 
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time before we got in, and also before Magrini came ; and many com- 
plained of the delay. The subject was the 11th of Hebrews, which was 
read yerse by verse, Magrini correcting in tme pedagogic siyle every 
mistake in the readers, who, on the whole, acquitted Ifiemselves creditably. 
A little scene took place. A reader, in the yerse which refers to Jacob 
leaning on his staff, read correctly *chinato;* 'appoggiato,' said Magrini 
sharply ; * chinato,' replied the reader ; ' appoggiato,' again said Magrini, 
in a little more excitement ; and this war (rf words went on until vietoiy 
declared itself on the side of the teacher, to the great delight of Maiy. 
Then came a sort of cathechetical exposition of an abstract and confused 
kind as to what faith was, and was not ; and sometimes a nervous approach 
to a doctrine, if not absolutely Antinomian, easily to be mistaken for it^ 
and upheld by such logic as confused, with the constant, *hverof aad 
then, ' dunque.* This lasted more than half^an-hour, and then a eers- 
mony was performed, which was the admission of two females to ^dar^ 
testimonianza delta lor fedi^ that is to be admitted mezdbers. And hem 
we saw some of the tactics of the party, for while we were waiting at the 
door one of the women got into conversatian with me^ and told me the 
veiy much preferred the Vaudois service. Why, then, had she come to 
Magrini ? Because she lived in his house. For during the examintituin 
he said he knew her from that. Therefore by Over- persuasion or 
constraint of some kind this poor creature was uniting with people to 
whom she would have preferred others. But this was not all : here were 
two young women to be examined before the Church for the Communion, 
and I declare it was more ludicrous and laughing than an3rthing impres- 
sive, and one of them seemed abashed by the levity of this farce. They 
were admitted, but the process was an unworthy one in every sense. 
Magrini recognised me, as might be supposed; he has considerable 
readiness, but I saw little unction; there was no singing, and I think 
I have had enough of the ^^Evangelici." 

Of Guicciardini he also heard at that same visit But I will not copy 
much of this ; suffice it, that certain English gentlemen had the statistica 
of his property examined in the public records, and though not equal to 
what we thought, his revenues are very considerable, and yet the party 
for whom he professes so much do not benefit from it, as they do from 
the success his name, and exile for the cause of his faith, procure for him 
in England 1 1 The Count seems to have some peculiar vagaries. The 
German minister from Rome had a long interview with him ; and on 
the subject of the Lord's Supper, Guicciardini insisted that the chief 
solemnity of the institution consisted in the ** breaking the bread," th&t 
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the eating is only an^'^Idea." And then, in the last letter, what he says 
of Spurgeon : — 

« Wood's Hotel, Angust 26th, 1862. 

i( * * * * Web, now for a race between this letter and me, which 
will win ? vtdremo, I start to-moiXDW at 5 to 10, and hope to reach Paris 
to-morrow night, to start for Bale, because my wife says it is the shortest 
way. I am in some donbt, but I mean to pnt it to the proof. I never 
willingly nm counter to what my wife says. Well, I have heard Spurgeon, 
and like him much ; he is the right man in the right place; and there is 
yery much of the imposing in that large and well-constructed church which 
his influence has caused to be built, and which, although immense, is so 
happily arrangedas to allow the voice to reach every part ; it was quite full, 
even crowded, the singing excellent, and such a volume of voice as is not 
to be heard elsewhere ; some little trouble in getting in and getting placed, 
but ameliorations in these matters may be looked for. I was not near 
enough to scan his countenance, but his manner and his language, although 
marked with earnestness, had nothing coarse or unpleasantly familiar ; he 
is no common man, and how he resists the labor of such preaching, must 
be owing to something ^more than human strength.*' He is highly 
Galvinistic, and dealt out severities to Arminians ; his subject was the set 
purposes of God in everything, including even the fall and the deluge ; 
but he blended, or tried to blend, the doctrine of Predestination with the 
free exercise of the human will, and he shut out no soul willing to come 
in. "God bless thee, «J. P." 

I find the d^ovment of the affaurs at La Spezia, alluded to at page 105, 
has been omitted ; it is too illustrative of political actings to be forgotten. 
When the trial took place, many months afterwards. Dr. Mazzinghi was 
pardoned, but told to leave the country ; A. P. was condemned to three 
years' imprisonment, having been judged "en contvmoAie,^* The royal 
pardon was however obtained, but could not be enjoyed till the " contu- 
macy should be purged," and this would occupy three months, during 
which time the parties must remain in prison I 

The correspondence between the minister at Turin and the Foreign 
Office was curious, shewing how completely moral equity must be slighted 
by governments, and how human ingenuity can twist and turn the simplest 
facts; how an officer of rank in her Majesty's service, can be quietly told, 
he has nothing whereof to complain, though a three months' abode in a 
Piedmontese prison, would be the effect of following the advice of his own 
accredited minister ! ! ! 
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